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CHAPTER  I. 

"  FOUND." 

The  card  which  Carr  left  at  the  Hotel 
Zavadoskoi  had  brought  forth  a  response  in 
the  shape  of  a  printed  announcement  that  the 
countess  would  be  "  at  home  "  on  Thursday 
evenings  in  February  and  March,  and  in 
the  same  envelope  was  a  tiny  note  inviting 
him  to  a  tete-a-tete  tea  on  the  following 
Monday. 

He  was,  however,  so  occupied  with  his 
effort  to  discover  the  relationship  between  his 
father,  himself  and  Madame  Falk,  that  he  let 
the  appointment  pass  by  unnoticed  —  and 
spent  the  afternoon,  or  what  was  left  of  it 
after  his  long  interview  with  Miss  Barton,  in 
a  rapid  ride  through  the  Bois  to  Suresnes  and 
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Sevres,  to  calm  his  nerves  by  exercise  and 
open  air. 

To  a  man  of  Carr's  affectionate,  sympathetic 
nature,  loneliness  and  isolation  were  peculiarly 
abhorrent.  The  idea  of  finding  a  mother  in 
the  bright,  companionable  woman  he  had 
always  liked  and  admired,  was  very  delight- 
ful. He  earnestly  hoped  she  would  not  refuse 
to  accept  him  as  her  son.  It  comforted  him 
too,  to  think  that  his  money  would  have  no 
influence  upon  her — she  was  a  mother  of  whom 
any  son  might  be  proud,  as  Miss  Barton  said. 
Would  she  love  him  ?  Well,  he  would  try  to 
win  her  love. 

His  ride  had  cheered  and  invigorated  him. 
After  dinner,  he  was  able  to  think  of  other 
things,  and  remembered  Madame  Zavadosko'i's 
invitation  to  tea.  He  was  greatly  annoyed 
with  himself,  for  his  rudeness,  and  wrote  at 
once  a  note  full  of  such  earnest  apologies  and 
prayers  for  an  interview,  that  he  had  a  reply 
sooner  then  he  expected,  naming  the  following 
afternoon  for  a  visit. 

Madame  Zavadoskoi,  clad  in  morning  gown 
of  red-brown  vel\^et  and  cream  lace,  was  in 
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her  delightful  boudoir,  a  cigarette  between 
her  lips,  as  she  swayed  herself  gently  to  and 
fro  in  a  rocking  chair,  the  picture  of  luxurious 
idleness,  when  Carr  entered,  feeling  a  little 
embarrassed  and  ashamed  of  himself. 

"  Ah,  monsieur  ! "  she  exclaimed,  holding 
out  one  hand,  and  taking  the  cigarette  from 
her  lips  with  the  other.  "  Have  you  left  your 
manners  in  England  ?  It  is  a  legac}"  the 
nation  needs,  but  I  should  have  kept  them 
for  my  ow^n  use  during  my  lifetime,  had  I 
been  you." 

Carr  kissed  the  hand  she  extended  with 
great  respect. 

"You  must,  indeed,  think  me  an  uncouth 
savage,  dear  madame.      I  can  only  urge  in 

excuse    for    my    almost     ^excusable '* 

He  paused  for  a  word.  "  Forgetfulness " 
would  never  do,  "  negligence  "  was  nearly  as 
bad. 

"  Misconduct !  "  put  in  the  countess  with  a 
fascinating  smile  as  he  hesitated. 

"  Yes,  misconduct,"  continued  Carr.  "  All 
I  can  say  is  that  I  was  absorbed  by  a  matter 
which,  w^hen  I  am  able  to  explain  it,  you  will 
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acknowledge   was   absorbing,  that   is  if   you 
ever  care  to  hear.'^ 

"  Which,  being  interpreted,  means  that 
there  is  a  '  nouvelle.''  Is  it  not  so  ?  "  smiling 
benignly,  and  replacing  the  cigarette  in  her 
lips. 

"  Yes,  it  is,"  said  Carr  with  a  frank  laugh. 

"Then  you  are  absolved.  The  excuse  is 
admissible.  Only  forgive  me — your  general 
air — that  boyish  laugh — does  not  convey  the 
idea  of  jour  being  in  love." 

"  We'll  leave  that  question  for  the  present. 
Tell  me  how  have  you  been  all  these  long 
months — and  when  did  you  return  to  Paris  ?  " 

"I  returned  little  more  than  a  fortnight 
ago.  How  have  I  been  ?  I  have  been  a 
victim  to  affairs  and  worry.  I  had  to  marry 
my  son,  and  what  an  affair  it  was.  I  had  to 
make  love  for  him,  poor  fellow  ;  for,  though 
you  would  not  think  it,  he  has  a  strain  of 
sentiment  in  his  curiously  mixed  nature. 
And,  unfortunately,  this  sentiment  was  all 
entwined  round  an  Italian  girl,  a  pretty 
creature  enough,  so  I  had  some  difficulty  in 
disentangling   him   even    temporarily.      Un- 
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fortunately  the  charms  of  the  young  Countess 
Alexis  lie  in  her  lands  and  roubles.  Then  I 
had  to  smooth  down  the  objections  of  my 
daughter-in-law's  guardians,  who  were  rather 
startled  at  the  amount  of  the  '  futur's  '  debts, 
which  is  not  to  be  wondered  at.  Finally,  I 
had  to  keep  Alexis  from  the  gaming  tables 
for  a  few  weeks  at  all  events.  This  was  the 
worst  of  all.  And  imagine !  at  the  very  last 
he  escaped  me,  rushed  away  to  Prince  Gorlitz, 
one  of  the  greatest  gamblers  in  Europe  ;  and, 
to  my  disgust,  won  a  large  sum.  It  put  him 
in  good  humour,  however,  with  his  poor 
little  wife,  as  he  fancies  she  brought  him  luck. 
How  they  are  ^oing  on  I  can't  tell.  She  does 
not  write  quite  so  cheerfully,  but  have  I  not 
had  a  dreadful  time  of  it  ?  " 

"  Dreadful !  "  echoed  Carr.  "  I  must  say  I 
am  sorry  for  the  bride." 

"  She  is  not  worse  off  with  my  son  than 
with  any  other  woman's  son,"  returned  Madame 
Zavadoskoi,  selecting  another  cigarette  and 
offering  the  case  to  Carr.  "  She  will  be  rather 
miserable  for  awhile,  then,  when  she  finds 
that  her  husband  has,  as  usual,  ceased  to  be 


6  FOUKD  WANTING. 

her  lover,  why  —  she  supplies  the  vacant 
place.  It  is  always  the  same  routine,  cer- 
tainly for  the  women  of  our  class,  and  I 
suspect  for  most  others  also.  My  dear  friend, 
there  is  no  use  in  breaking  your  head  or  your 
heart  against  'counsels  of  perfection.'  You 
will  never  reform  the  world." 

'*  No,  I  suppose  not,"  returned  Carr,  who 
did  not  w^ish  to  discuss  the  question. 

"Now,  confidence  for  confidence.  What 
have  you  been  doing  ? — I  heard  you  were  in 
England." 

"  Yes,  I  was  staying  with  Mr.  Conroy,  and 
had  some  capital  hunting." 

"  Ah !  And  how  is  our  charming  jin-de- 
siecle  Hypatia — Miss  Frances  ?  " 

"  Unfortunately  Mrs.  Conroy  and  her 
daughter  were  not  at  home.  Mrs.  Conroy  is 
again  obliged  to  winter  abroad,  so  I  had  not 
the  opportunity  of  seeing  an  English  country 
house  in  full  swing." 

"I  have  promised  to  pay  Mrs.  Conroy  a 
visit  as  soon  as  the  '  Grand  Prix '  is  over," 
said  Madame  Zavadoskoi.  "  You  don't  think 
I  shall  be  bored  there  ?  " 
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"  I  should  think  not.  Audeley  Chase  is  an 
ideal  abode." 

"Did  you  see  Omlvie  when  vou  were  in 
London  ?  " 

"  I  did  once." 

"  What  is  he  doing  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know." 

"  Very  likely  you  do  not.  Ogilvie  is  not  a 
confiding  person.  Did  you  meet  him  at  his 
club  ?  " 

"  No,  not  at  a  club." 

"  In  Society  ?  " 

"  Yes,  at  the  house  of  a  relative  of  his. 
One  of  the  rich,  eccentric  old  maids  who 
seem  peculiar  to  Great  Britain." 

"  Ah,  indeed  !     Friends  of  the  Conroys  ?  " 

"No,  I  think  not." 

"  Did  Ogilvie  introduce  you  to  her  ?  " 

"  No,  I  knew  her  through  Madame  Falk." 

*'  I  did  not  fancy  she  knew  any  of  Ogilvie's 
people  ?  " 

"  She  knows  heaps  of  Britishers." 

Madame  Zavadoskoi  was  silent  for  a 
moment.  She  had  not  yet  got  at  all  she 
wanted. 
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"  Tell  me,"  she  resumed.  "  Do  jon  know 
anything  of  that  little  Eiddell  girl  who 
floated  in  amongst  us  so  vaguely  last 
winter  ?  " 

"  Little  !  "  repeated  Carr.  "  Why  she  is 
taller  than  you  are,  Madame  Zavadoskoi." 

"  Well,  well.  '  Little  '  means  many  things 
"besides  shortness  of  stature.  She  is  little 
according  to  my  ideas — but  do  you  know 
anything  of  her  ?  " 

"  Not  much.  She  is  well,  and  enjoyed  her 
stay  with  the  Conroys,  so  Madame  Falk 
said." 

"  And  went  abroad  with  them  ?  " 

"  No,  she  remained  in  England." 

"  Where  is  she  staying  ?  " 

"  In  London.  She  is  living  with  the  rich 
old  maid  I  mentioned,"  said  Carr  reluctantly, 
knowing  his  fair  friend  would  have  it,  and 
fearing  to  show  any  inclination  to  conceal 
what  he  knew,  though  he  was  longing  to  take 
her  off  the  scent. 

"  Ah !  I  suppose  Madame  Falk  got  her  the 
engagement  ?  " 

"  Very  likely." 
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"  Ah  !  "  said  Madame  Zavadoskoi  again. 
"  I  think  T  can  put  the  pieces  together.  The 
pale,  graceful — (I  admit  she  is  graceful, 
rare  as  grace  is  in  Englishwomen) — and  inte- 
resting orphan  is  taken  by  the  rich  old  maid 
as  secretary  or  companion. — (Poor  child ! 
quel  metier) — Ogilvie,  who  no  doubt  backed 
up  Madame  Talk,  or  was  himself  the  Deus 
ex  Machina,  pays  dutiful  visits  to  the  aunt  or 
cousin,  and  prosecutes  the  tender  twilight 
platonic  friendship,  which  began  here  a  year 
ago,  under  the  gegis  of  the  elderly  miss's 
immaculate  respectability.  One  knows  how 
these  sort  of  innocent  liaisons  generally  end. 
And  Ogilvie  is — Ogilvie  !  A  man  almost  im- 
possible to  turn  from  his  purpose — to  baffle, 
or  to  resist.  Still,  he  is  loyal,  and  our  little 
friend  might  have  a  worse  fate  than  find  him, 
in  a  sense,  the  guardian  of  her  future." 

Carr  felt  a  sudden  thrill  of  rage  against 
this  easy,  good-natured,  unprincipled  woman. 
Nay,  instinct  told  him  that  she  was  actuated 
by  a  vague — was  it  "  vague  "  ? — dislike  to  the 
unoffending  girl,  which  he  felt  was  prompted 
by  jealousy.     For  he  had  long  ago  perceived 
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that  Madame  Zavadosko'i's  res^ard  for  Oc^ilvie 
was  no  common  lildncr.  He  could  have 
struck  her,  so  intolerable  to  him  were  the 
vile  insinuations  she  uttered  so  carelessly. 

"  You  should  not  judge  of  others  by  the  class 
of  people  you  have  lived  amongst,"  he  said 
coolly.  "  If  all  thought  and  believed  as  you 
do.  Society  would  fall  to  pieces  from  its  own 
rottenness.  I  don't  like  Ogilvie,  and  you  do ; 
but  he  is  an  English  gentleman,  living  within 
the  influence  of  English  public  opinion,  and  I 
do  not  believe  him  worse  than  his  fellows." 

Madame  Zavadoskoi  burst  into  a  lit  of 
mocking  laughter. 

"  This  is  too  droll,"  she  cried.  "  English 
public  opinion !  Just  figure  to  yourself  the 
trials  both  in  the  courts  of  law  and  the 
police,  reported  in  the  Times,  and  judge  the 
conduct  of  your  compatriots,  from  the  owner 
of  a  donkey  carriage  or  cart,  to  the  high- 
minded,  enlightened  Progressive  Member  of 
Parliament,  and  the  brutall}"  intoxicated  Peer 
of  the  realm !  Do  these  show  the  influence 
of  English  public  opinion  ?  and  is  it  due  also 
to  that  benign  spirit,  that  the  most  loathsome 
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details  are  minutely  set  forth  in  the  columns  of 
the  daily  papers  ?  We  are  ignorant  and 
brutal  in  Eussia,  so  of  course  we  are  far 
behind  such  indications  of  progress  and 
civilization !  How  dare  you  insult  me  ?  My 
class !  What  is  yours  ?  "  These  last  words 
with  sudden,  unusual,  fierce  earnestness. 

"Your  class  is  noble  —  mine  that  of  the 
workers !  I  did  not  mean  to  insult  you, 
madame,  but  your  contempt  for  an  inoffensive 
girl,  whom  I  respect,  stung  me  beyond  my  self- 
control.  If  my  words  were  insulting,  forgive 
them.  I  cannot  help  believing  some  things 
—  so  pray  have  some  patience  with  my 
credulity." 

"  No.  I  have  none.  I  despise  all  whited 
sepulchres,  and  Ogilvie  amongst  them.  By- 
and-bye  you  will  understand  him  and  his 
motives  of  action !  You  provoking  wild  man 
of  the  woods,"  she  continued,  her  fit  of  anger 
passing,  "  you  have  given  me  quite  a  sensa- 
tion. I  shall  enjoy  a  cup  of  tea  after  it — 
but  you — you  are  quite  too  audacious.  You 
ought  to  be  at  my  feet  imploring  forgive- 
ness !  " 
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"  Behold  me  there  !  "  cried  Carr,  seizing  the 
opportunity  offered  by  her  change  of  mood. 
"  And  thank  you  a  thousand  times  for 
showing  me  that  you  did  not  mean  half  you 
said." 

"  Ha !  Do  not  be  too  sure  of  that,"  she 
returned,  giving  him  her  hand  to  kiss.  "  I 
know  what  I  am  talking  about,  you  are 
figuratively  dancing  on  nothing  !  When  are 
you  going  back  to  your  native  wilds,  that  is 
the  best  place  for  you." 

"  Not  directly — if  you  will  permit  me  to 
remain  a  few  months  longer  in  Europe !  " 

"  Very  well,  but  do  not  offend  me  again — 
and  you  may  come  to  my  Thursdays. 
Another  word — is  Ogilvie  coming  to  Paris  ?  " 

''I  have  not  the  faintest  idea  what  he  is 
going  to  do !  Xow  before  I  can  again  offend, 
I  shall  retreat — adieu  till  Thursday,"  said 
Carr,  who  began  to  be  anxious  to  return  and 
look  for  a  note  at  his  hotel. 

"Come  again  and  quarrel,"  said  the 
Countess.  "  Life  is  growing  more  and  more 
intolerably  dull.  It  is  quite  exciting  to  be 
angry,  and  not  unbecoming,  eh  ?  " 


"FOUND."  13 

"Far  from  it,  your  anger  is — diabolically 
charming." 

She  smiled,  and  kissed  her  hand  to  him,  as 
he  bowed  himself  out. 

"  And  ten  months  ago,  I  thought  the  day 
lost  when  I   did   not  see   that   woman,  and 
listen  to  her  clever   talk !  "  said  Carr  to  him- 
self, as  he  walked   to  his  hotel.      "  What  a 
pleasant,  amusing,  unscrupulous  Devil  she  is! 
and    at    moments    hateful    in    her     cynical 
scepticism — her  utter  ignorance  of  the  differ- 
ence  between  right   or  wrong  ;  she    has    the 
fleeting  passions   of  a  man,  dashed  with  the 
whims  and  fancies  of  a  woman — and  yet  not 
all  bad !     I  suspect — she  knows  Ogilvie  better 
than  anyone  else.     He  cannot  be  the  scoun- 
drel she  thinks  him  !     Well,  if  Madame  Falk 
accepts  me   as  her  son,  she  can  adopt  May 
Eiddell,  or  do  anything  else  she  likes  I  and  I 
wish  to  heaven  the  matter  were  settled  and 
that  nice  young  creature  under  her  care."     A 
picture    of   May  rose  before  his  e^^es  as  he 
thought.     There  was  something  very  taking 
in    her    gentle  composure,  her  steady   quiet 
eyes,  in  the  quick  sweet  smile  that  lit  them 
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up,  tlie  candour  and  simplicity  of  her  speech 
and  manner — utterly  free  as  both  were,  from 
the  faintest  tinge  of  affectation  or  unreality. 
She  had,  somehow,  grown  fairer  and  franker 
since  Carr  had  first  known  her.  "  I  was  a 
blind  idiot  not  to  feel  the  charm  there  was 
about  her,  and  to  think  that  such  a  woman 
was  only  to  be  a  plaything  because  she  had 
neither  rank  nor  wealth,  was  the  notion  of 
a  barbarian!  If  this  is  the  outcome  of 
advanced  civilization,  the  sooner  we  go  back 
to  savagery  the  better."  Then  the  idea  of  the 
impending  interview  with  Madame  Talk  rose 
above  all  else,  and  absorbed  his  imagination. 

No  communication  awaited  him  from  Miss 
Barton,  however,  and  he  got  through  the  rest 
of  the  day  somehow,  but  not  very  happily. 

At  last,  on  his  return  from  the  opera, 
where  he  had  looked  in  to  while  away  an 
hour  or  two,  he  found  the  earnestly- desired 
missive : 

"She  has  been  terribly  upset,"  it  said, 
"  and  is  rather  incredulous,  but  quite  willing 
to  see  you.     Come  early  to-morrow." 
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Carr  was  greatly  ex  cited  by  the  prospect  of 
this  interview.  Could  it  be  that  he  should 
ever  know  the  sympathy,  the  tenderness  of  a 
mother  ?  Like  most  men,  Carr  would  have 
blushed  to  acknowledge  the  longing  he  felt 
for  someone  with  whom  he  could  be  all  and 
all  —  someone  belonging  to  himself.  He 
dreamed  strange  dreams  of  Madame  Falk 
rejecting  him,  as  the  son  of  a  cruel  father, 
and  rose  feeling  more  nervous  than  he  ever 
did  before  in  all  his  healthy,  active  life. 
When  he  found  himself  at  Madame  Falk's 
door,  he  thought  that  never  had  he  been  kept 
so  long  waiting  before.  It  was  opened  by 
Miss  Barton  herself,  who  looked  agitated. 

"  I  am  so  thankful  you  have  come !  She  is 
just  worrying  herself  to  death — wanting  to 
see  you  one  minute,  wishing  you  wouldn't 
come  the  next — she's  in  the  salon.'' 

And  Carr  entered. 

Madame  Falk  had  heard  his  step,  and 
stood  up  to  receive  him.  She  was  very  pale, 
and  her  usually  bright  eyes  were  heavy  and 
sad. 

"  Thank  you,  dear  Madame  Falk,  for  seeing 
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me ! "  exclaimed  Carr,  and  his  pleasant  voice 
was  a  little  unsteady.  He  did  not  venture  to 
offer  his  hand,  but  his  fine  eyes  sought  hers 
with  an  imploring  expression  which  touched 
her. 

"  You  have  told  my  cousin  such  a  strange 
story.  I  want  to  hear  it  from  your  own  lips. 
It  is  almost  impossible  to  believe — I  mean 
the  conclusion  you  have  come  to !  Do  not 
think  me  unfriendly  or  unkind — you  are — 
not  a  sort  of  son  to  be  lightly  rejected,  and 
you  have  nothing  to  gain  from  me.  Sit  down 
and  tell  me  all." 

Carr  drew  a  chair  opposite,  and  began,  in 
a  low  tone  but  very  distinctly,  to  recapitulate 
the  story  of  his  life.  He  had  thought  over 
every  detail  so  carefully  that  he  was  able  to 
state  his  case  with  great  distinctness,  and  as 
he  proceeded  he  saw  the  effect  his  words 
produced. 

Madame  Falk  clasped  her  hands,  and  the 
gaze  she  fastened  on  his  face  grew  eager  and 
intent.  When  he  came  to  the  death  of  his 
father,  she  plied  him  with  quick  questions  : 

"  Was  — was    this    German   woman,    Mrs. 
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Carr,  really  kind  and  attentive  to  him  ?  She 
did  not  leave  him  to  die  alone?  Was  he, 
Carr,  with  his  father  at  the  last  ?  " 

Her  interlocutor  was  able  to  assure  her 
that  the  dying  man  had  been  tenderly  cared 
for,  that  he  had  talked  a  great  deal  in  German, 
and  that  his  kind  nurse  had  told  the  speaker 
he  constantly  mentioned  a  beloved  wife. 
Then  Carr  saw  that  his  hearer  was  trembling 
all  over. 

At  last  his  tale  was  done,  and  he  waited 
eagerly  for  Madame  Falk's  words. 

"  It  is  all  too  wonderful  for  belief,"  she  said, 
slowly  looking  at  him  as  if  almost  frightened 
— "  yet  the  history  hangs  together  !  The  name 
too — your  age.  I  wish  you  had  some  writ- 
ing of  your  father's,  that  would  be  proof  posi- 
tive." 

"  The  few  lines  I  possess  are  with  my 
papers  in  Australia.  My  father  left  nothing 
behind  him  from  which  any  clue  to  his  former 
life  could  be  gathered.  I  have  a  few  sketches 
which  he  drew  to  amuse  me  when  I  was  be- 
ginning to  take  a  little  more  intelligent 
interest  in  things,  and  a  small  book." 
VOL.  III.  35 
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"What    book?"     cried      Madame     Falk 
eagerly. 

"  A  copy  of  Burns'  poems." 

"  Is  there  any  writing  on  its  first  page  ?  " 
Again  she  clasped  her  hands. 

"Yes,"  he  returned.  "I  have  often  read 
them,  they  are,  '  To  Bernard,  with  loving 
good  wishes  from  E.  B.'  and  the  date,  1854." 
Madame  Falk  rose  with  a  cry,  turning  so 
deadly  white  that  Carr  sprang  to  her  side, 
fearing  she  might  faint. 

"I  gave  that  book  to  your  father,"  she 
exclaimed,  "  in  the  dear  bright  days  of  love 
and  hope.  Why — why  w^as  everything 
wrenched  from  me  ?  " 

"  Do  you  then  accept  me  for  your  son  ?  " 
said  Carr,  holding  out  his  hands  to  her.  "  I 
at  least  am  saved  for  you  from  the  wreck." 

"  Ah !  no,  you  are  not  the  son  I  lost !  " — 
her  voice  broke — "  the  sweet  boy  that  de- 
pended on  me  for  everything !  You,  a  tall, 
strong,  independent  man,  do  not  restore  him 
to  me.  You  are  a  stranger  !  My  son  that  I 
used  to  hush  to  sleep  and  cradle  in  my  arms 
is  sfone  for  ever  !  " 
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"Then  let  me  waken  afresh  the  mothers 
love  in  you,"  urged  Carr.  "  Have  I  not 
been  a  sufferer  too?  Do  you  not  believe 
that  every  fellow  who  has  a  true  man's 
heart  yearns  for  a  mother's  tenderness?  I 
know  I  have  all  my  life  ;  let  me  atone  for 
the  suffering  my  unhappy  father  inflicted  on 
you.  I — I  feel  as  if  I  could  have  a  son's 
affection  for  you." 

"  You  must  think  me  harsh,"  said  Madame 
Talk,  the  tears  streaming  from  her  eyes.  "  I 
do  not  deserve  your  kindness.  Let  me  look 
well  at  you,"  and,  laying  her  hand  on  his  arm, 
she  perused  his  features.  ''  Your  eyes,"  she 
said,  "  your  eyes  only,  remind  me  of  my  boy. 
My  little  Rupert,  that  was  my  boy's  name, 
but  there  are  tones  in  your  voice  which  always 
seemed  familiar  to  me." 

".Mother,"  cried  Carr,  suddenly  clasping 
her  in  his  arms,  "  try  to  love  your  son  !  Let 
me  bring  some  sunset  glow  into  the  evening 
of  your  life !  " 

The  warmth  of  his  appeal  was  more  than 
Madame  Talk's  kind  heart  could  with- 
stand.     "  Give  me  time,"   she  sobbed,   rest- 

35* 
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ing  her   head  against  his   shoulder,    "and  I 

will  learn   to   regard   you   as  I   believe  you 

deserve." 

*  *  ♦  *  ♦ 

Carr  was  too  discreet  to  stay  much  longer. 
It  was  he  who  summoned  the  expectant 
Sarah — who,  seeing  the  state  of  afiairs  at  a 
glance,  shook  hands  effusively  with  her  dis- 
covered kinsman. 

"  Well,"  she  exclaimed,  "  I  do  not  think  you 
are  a  son  to  be  ashamed  of.  What  a  popular 
pair  of  elderly  gentlewomen  we  shall  be  by- 
and-bye  when  it  comes  out  that  the  popular 
Australian  belongs  to  us  !  " 

"  As  to  that,"  said  Madame  Talk,  "  let 
nothing  be  made  public  until  we  have  dis- 
cussed matters.  There  are  many  points  to  be 
considered.  I  feel  so  exhausted,  I  must  send 
you  away,  my  dear  Mr.  Carr." 

"  Mr.  Carr  !  "  he  repeated  reproachfully. 

"  It  is  all  so  strange,  I  do  not  know  what 
to  call  you,"  she  returned. 

"  I  will  not  intrude  any  longer,"  he  said 
tenderly.  "  I  trust  that  soon  my  coming  at 
any   hour   will    be   neither    unwelcome    nor 
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unusual,  dear  mother  !  I  seem  to  know  what 
to  call  you !  " 

"  Let  me  look  at  you,"  said  Madame  Falk, 
laying  her  hand  on  his  arm,  touched  by  the 
pathos  of  his  tones,  and  gazing  steadfastly  into 
his  eyes.  "  Yes !  "  she  murmured,  "  when  I 
look  for  it,  I  see  something  of  your  father's 
expression.  My  God !  how  cruel  it  has  all 
been !  "  Covering  her  face  with  her  hands, 
the  greatly  tried  woman  burst  into  a  passion  of 
tears,  and  Carr  gently  drew  her  to  him,  while 
the  sudden  sense  of  a  supporting  arm,  the  first 
she  had  felt  for  long  years  of  struggling  toil, 
sent  an  extraordinary  thrill  through  her  veins. 

"  You  are  too  good  to  me  !  "  she  murmured. 
^'  When  I  recover  myself  and  realise  what  you 
are  to  me,  I  shall  reciprocate  your  kindness 
more  fully !  " 

"  You  will  try  to  like  me,  to  love  me,"  said 
Carr  imploringly.  "  I  will  go  now,  but  I  may 
come  to-morrow  ?  " 

"To-morrow!"  cried  Miss  Barton  indig- 
nantly, "  no  such  thing.  Come  in  to  dinner 
at  seven  ;  your  mother  will  have  had  time  to 
rest  and  collect  her  thoughts,  and  realise  how 
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good  it  is  to  have  a  nice  grown-up  son  like 
you.     You  come  to  dinner,  mind ! " 

"  Shall  I  ?  "  asked  Carr,  looking  at  Madame 
Falk. 

"  Yes,  do  !  "  she  said  cordially,  her  heart 
smiting  her  for  the  reluctance  she  had  shown 
in  accepting  the  son  who  seemed  so  eager  to 
call  her  mother. 

"  Then  I  shall  come  gladly,"  he  exclaimed, 
shaking  hands  cordially  with  Miss  Barton. 

Madame  Falk  threw  herself  into  a  chair 
beside  the  table,  on  which  she  leant  her  elbows 
and  hid  her  face  in  her  hands. 

"  Well,  Esther,"  cried  Miss  Barton,  "  I  am 
thankful,  dear,  that  you  will  have  some  re- 
ward for  your  patience  and  endurance  at 
last.  I  am  a  little  more  inclined  to  believe 
in  Providence  than  I  was  a  week  ago.  This 
young  man  is  a  son  worth  having  !  " 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  he  comes  too  late !  '* 
said  Madame  Falk  in  a  low  tone.  "  How  can 
I  take  this  strange  young  man  to  my  heart  ? 
I  cannot  associate  him  with  the  fair-haired 
boy  who  used  to  climb  on  my  knee  and  insist 
on  kisses  and  forgiveness  when  he  had  been 
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naughty !  ISTo,  he  is  gone  for  ever !  But  I 
beheve  this  stranger  is  the  same  individual ; 
I  beheve  it  with  my  reason  not  with  my  heart. 
But  I  will  try  to  love  him  ;  a  new  liking  may, 
probably  will,  spring  up.  I  always  thought 
him  likeable  but  he  will  never  be  to  me  the 
son  who  was  torn  from  me ! " 

"  Of  course,  Esther,  you  are  greatly  upset, 
but  it  is  sheer  flying  in  the  face  of  Providence 
not  to  receive  such  a  young  man  with  open 
arms.  Put  yourself  in  his  place,  suppose  you 
had  been  longing  for  a  son  and  found  one  all 
ready,  of  best  possible  pattern.  How  would 
you  feel  if  he  said,  '  No,  really,  you  are  not 
a  bit  what  I  expected,'  and  declined  you  with 
thanks?  Don't  be  unkind  and  ungrateful. 
Here's  a  cigarette ;  just  compose  yourself. 
Lie  down  and  sleep  awhile,  and  then  put  on 
your  most  becoming  costume  to  welcome  such 
a  godsend  in  the  shape  of  a  son  as  few  women 
have  ever  had  !  Leave  the  dinner  to  me  ;  Pll  see 
that  you  don't  starve.  God  bless  you,  my  dear ! 
There  are  happy,  tranquil  days  before  you." 

With  which  benediction  Miss  Barton 
vanished. 


CHAPTER    II. 

"PARIS  AGAIN." 

The  lengthening  days  and  increasing,  though 
cold  brightness  of  early  spring,  found  May 
still  tranquil  and  content,  though  her  life 
would  have  been  intolerably  monotonous  had 
it  not  been  for  Ogilvie's  visits,  and  the 
occasional,  treat  of  expeditions  to  the  theatre 
or  to  interesting  places  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  London  which  he  gave  her  and  himself, 
and  which  she  enjoyed  with  an  intensity  that 
perhaps  nothing  in  after  life  could  ever  bring. 
Indeed  Ogilvie  was  almost  amused  at  his  own 
pleasure  in  these  innocent  diversions,  for 
most  innocent  they  were,  though  he  probably 
knew  it  was  the  slow  but  steadily  burning 
hidden  fire  beneath  the  surface  that  gave  the 
glow,  the  subtle  charm,  to  the  atmosphere 
which  enfolded  them  ;  that  beyond  the  quiet 
harmony  of  their  delightful  confidential  inter- 
course, there  was  more  to  win,  closer  links  to 
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forge,  and  that  every  day  added  to  the  power 
he  was  gaining  over  a  singularly  deli- 
cate tender  spirit  which  was  not  without  a 
certain  strain  of  steely  strength.  This  last 
he  at  times  dimly  perceived,  and  it  gave  just 
the  touch  of  uncertainty  to  the  game  he  was 
playing  that  lent  it  keener  zest. 

But  the  rapidly  increasing  amount  of 
business  and  social  duty  to  which  he  was 
obliged  to  attend  as  Easter  approached  inter- 
fered a  good  deal  with  the  simpler  pleasures 
he  infinitely  preferred.  Ogilvie  was  not  the 
man,  however,  to  lose  substance  for  shadow, 
and  he  knew  himself  too  well  to  suppose  that 
any  amount  of  tenderness  or  passion  could 
ever  take  the  place  of  ambition  in  his  life,  and 
he  never  relaxed  his  hold  of  the  wires  he 
pulled  with  patient  dexterity. 

"  What  a  long  time  it  is  since  you  were 
here !  "  exclaimed  May  one  evening.  He  had 
come  in  late  in  the  afternoon  to  see  how 
matters  were  going  on  in  Granby  Eoad. 

"  You  may  believe  I  wanted  to  come  quite 
as  much  as  you  can  have  wished  for  me,"  he 
returned  with  a  quiet  earnestness  that  was 
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thoroughly  convincing.  "  Have  you  been  in 
any  trouble  ?  " 

"  No ;  but  I  had  this  letter  from  dear 
Madame  Falk,  and  I  would  not  speak  to  Miss 
Macallan  until  I  had  consulted  you." 

"  You  are  a  most  considerate  ward !  Look 
at  me,  May !  Are  you  quite  well  ?  You 
seem  paler  than  when  I  last  saw  you." 

"  Oh,  yes !  I  am  perfectly  well,"  said  May, 
the  soft  colour  rapidly  replacing  her  pallor 
under  the  steadfast  gaze  of  his  penetrating 
eyes.  "  I  am  well  and  happy ;  of  course  it 
is  not  very  enlivening  a  continued  tete-a-tete 
with  Miss  Macallan,  though  she  is  very  good. 
Now,  pray  read  the  letter,"  she  added  for  she 
wished  him  to  avert  his  eyes. 

He  glanced  through  the  large,  strong 
writing  which  covered  the  page,  his  brow 
contractinsf  as  he  did  so.  The  letter  had 
been  written  just  before  Madame  Falk's  dis- 
covery of  Carr's  relationship  to  her,  and  was 
a  brief  but  pressing  invitation  to  May  to  spend 
her  Easter  holidays  with  the  writer.  "  I 
suppose  Miss  Macallan  will  give  you  a  week 
or  two  at  Easter,  as  every  one  has  a  holiday 
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then,  and  we  shall  be  so  glad  to  see  you. 
Mademoiselle  Ferret  was  here  to-day,  and  her 
joy  was  great  when  I  told  her  we  hoped  you 
would  pay  us  a  little  visit." 

"  You  have  not  said  anything  to  my  cousin 
about  this  invitation  ? "  said  Ogilvie,  folding 
up  the  letter  and  handing  it  back  to  May. 

"  No.     I  wanted  to  tell  you  first." 

"  Would  you  hke  to  go  ?  " 

"  Yes,  immensely !  I  love  Madame  Falk, 
and  that  house  is  the  only  approach  to  home 
I  ever  knew.  Then,  I  have  saved  quite 
enough  money  to  pay  for  my  journey,"  she 
added,  blushing  slightly. 

"In  short  you  are  a  millionaire,"  said 
Ogilvie  with  a  caressing  smile,  though 
remembering  certain  items  of  news  in  a  letter 
of  Madame  Zavadoskoi's  received  that  morn- 
ing, he  resolved  she  should  not  go.  "  Well, 
you  had  better  speak  to  Miss  Macallan — if  she 
objects,  take  my  advice,  do  not  urge  it ;  she 
is,  as  you  know,  crotchet}^,  and  for  the 
present,  though  her  house  is  not  a  paradisaical 
abode,  it  is  as  well  to  stay  here,  though  I 
hope  to  fmd  you  a  happier  home  later  on." 
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''  But,  Mr.  Ogilvie,  she  does  not  want  me  in 
the  least ;  I  am  quite  ashamed  to  take  her 
money — I  do  so  little." 

"  You  do  quite  enough ;  your  presence 
every  day  is  worth  a  good  deal." 

''  Thank  you,"  said  May,  a  little  confused. 

"  Still,  if  you  wish  to  go Suppose  / 

speak  to  her  ?  " 

"  Oh,  if  you  would !  I  should  be  so  much 
obliged  ;  she  always  does  what  you  ask." 

"  Not  always,  I  assure  you,  but  I  will  try 
my  best ;  and  pray  what  am  I  to  do  without 
my  wise  little  counsellor  and  confidante  ?  " 

"Don't  laugh  at  me  in  that  disrespectful 
way,  Mr.  Ogilvie  !  You  will  be  too  busy  for 
the  next — oh,  I  do  not  know  how  many 
months — to  benefit  by  my  wisdom." 

"  I  shall  manage  to  bask  in  its  rays  occa- 
sionally," he  returned.  "By  the  way," 
taking  out  his  memorandum  book,  "  what  is  to 
be  done  on  Saturday  ?  Ah !  I  think  I  can 
get  out  of  this ;  it  is  an  elaborate  pleasure 
party,  and  I  must  reluctantly  resign  it  on 
account  of  '  urgent  private  affairs,'  extremely 
urgent.  May  !     Then  if  fine,  I  will  come  here 
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for  you  early,  ten  o'clock,  and  we'll  run  down 
to  Hatfield  and  have  a  ramble  in  the  park — it 
is  a  delicious  place.  The  family  is  abroad, 
and  we'll  not  run  against  tiresome  acquaint- 
ances. The  weather  seems  rather  settled,  if 
it  ever  is  in  this  climate.  If  not,  we'll  find 
some  substitute  for  our  open-air  excursion. 
Shall  you  like  to  come  ?  " 

"It  will  be  quite  delightful,"  cried  May, 
lifting  her  eyes  to  his  with  so  joyous  a  look 
that  Ogilvie  made  a  slight  movement  towards 
her  which  he  instantly  checked. 

"  Is  Miss  Macallan  at  home?"  he  asked. 

"  I  think  she  must  be,"  said  May  ;  "  she 
went  out  shopping  and  is  no  doubt  deeply 
engaged  recording  her  extravagances  in  the 
dining-room." 

"  I  shall  look  in  and  speak  to  her  as  I  go 
past,"  replied  Ogilvie.  "If  she  is  stubborn, 
don't  mind,  I  shall  see  that  you  have  a  holiday 
later."  He  rose  as  he  spoke.  "  I  must  leave 
you  now.  May.  Let  me  have  a  line  to  say 
how  you  and  my  kinswoman  settle  the 
question  of  the  Easter  holidays.  Good-bye 
and  pray  for  a  fine  Saturday !  " 
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"  You  may  be  sure  I  will."  Thougli  May- 
felt  as  briorht  as  thouorli  she  had  bathed  in  a 
sea  of  summer  sunshine  she  thought  it  wiser 
not  to  broach  the  subject  of  her  leave  of 
absence  that  evening,  fancying  that  Miss 
Macallan  looked  extra  severe.  Next  morning, 
however,  after  breakfast  and  prayers  she 
began  : 

"  I  have  had  an  invitation  from  my  dear 
friend  Madame  Falk  to  spend  a  week  or  two 
with  her  in  Paris  at  Easter.  If  you  could 
spare  me,  I  should  very  much  like  to  accept." 

"Well,"  returned  Miss  Macallan,  "that's 
just  what  I  can't  do.  The  week  after  your 
papistical  Easter  I  intend  to  have  my  Spring 
cleaning,  and  as  I  always  look  after  it  myself 
and  it  is  just  the  thing  you  can  help  me  in 

No — Miss   Eiddell!     There   is  reason  in 

everything — and  Easter  is  just  the  time  I 
csmnot  spare  you.  Mr.  Ogilvie  has  been  at 
me  already  (I  suppose  you  put  him  up  to  it), 
but  I  am  not  going  to  give  way,  so  you 
needn't  expect  it !  " 

"  Certainly  I  shall  not.  Miss  Macallan,  if 
you  imagine  you  want  me ! "  said  May,  much 
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annoyed.  "  Of  course  I  sliall  give  up  the 
idea!" 

"That's  right/'  returned  Miss  Macallan. 
"  I  don't  say  but  on  another  occasion  I  can 
spare  you.  When  people  go  out  into  the 
world  to  earn  their  bread,  they  cannot  expect 
to  get  holidays  for  the  asking — can  they  ?  " 

"No — certainly  not."  May  felt  a  little 
hurt  and  choky.  How  intolerable  Miss 
Macallan  would  be  if  Ogilvie  did  not  keep 
her  in  order.  Silence  ensued,  and  at  the  end 
of  a  few  minutes  Miss  Macallan  observed 
quite  pleasantly  : 

"They  are  having  a  bankrupt  sale  at 
Barker's  to-morrow,  and  the  two  following 
days.  There's  a  lot  of  thin  black  stuffs  and 
jets  and  ribbons  which  I  think  might  be 
useful  to  you.  If  you  like,  I'll  go  with 
you  to-morrow  and  help  you  buy — for  I 
don't  fancy  you  are  much  of  a  hand  at  a 
bargain." 

"  Thank  you.  Miss  Macallan  —  you  are 
very  good — but  I  want  to  keep  my  buying 
for  Paris.  I  understand  shopping  much  better 
there." 
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"  Oh,  then  you  intend  going  to  Paris,  any- 
how ?  " 

"Yes.  Later,  whenever  you  can  spare 
me." 

"Humph!"  said  Miss  Macallan.  "Now 
please  enter  the  items  I  have  scribbled  on 
this  scrap  of  paper  in  the  general  book,  and 
tot  them  up."  So  May  was  launched  on  the 
routine  of  the  day.  As  her  avocations  were 
not  numerous,  she  easily  managed  to  write  a 
dolorous  epistle  to  Madame  Falk  recording 
the  cruel  refusal  of  her  adamantine  employer. 

For  the  next  two  days  May  still  smarted 
under  the  pangs  of  disappointment,  but 
Saturday  was  an  ideal  Spring  day — the  south- 
west wind  blew  softly — the  expedition  to 
Hatfield  was  supremely  successful —  and 
Ogilvie  charmingly  sympathetic  in  his  con- 
demnation of  Miss  Macallan's  obduracy. 

But  May  waited  a  considerable  time  for  a 
reply  to  her  letter,  and  at  last  grew  a  Httle 
uneasy  at  the  continued  silence  of  her  good 
friends  in  the  Eue  de  Yielle  Cour.  Meantime, 
Easter  drew  near — and  many  of  Ogilvie's 
associates  both  in  work  and  play  went  out  of 
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town.  He  felt  peculiarly  industrious,  and,  to 
the  admiration  of  the  head  of  his  department, 
offered  to  remain  in  town. 

He  had  from  time  to  time  given  May 
French  papers,  treating  of  commercial 
subjects,  to  translate — and  some  on  which 
she  was  engaged  were  rather  complicated  and 
required  his  assistance  and  inspection  —  so 
that  his  visits  were  more  frequent  during  this 
holiday  time.  In  this  pleasant  and  absorbing 
occupation  May's  uneasiness  was  partly  for- 
gotten ;  moreover,  Ogilvie  confided  to  her  his 
anxiety  to  quit  his  present  service,  which  he 
felt  was  rather  a  narrow  sphere,  and  devote 
himself  to  a  parliamentary  career,  but  for  a 
not  unusual  obstacle  —  want  of  sufficient 
means.  It  was  delightful  to  be  thus  trusted, 
and  she  listened  entranced  to  his  more  serious 
talk,  to  which  she  responded  with  an  amount 
of  comprehension  which  rather  surprised  him. 
These  happy  da3^s  did  not  last  long,  however. 
The  brief  breathing-space  of  the  recess  over, 
everyone  rushed  back  to  work  with  fresh 
energy — all  except  Ogilvie's  chief.  Lord  S — , 
who  had  taken  a  chill  and  was  laid  up  in  his 
VOL.  III.  36 
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country    house,    where     he    summoned     his 
favourite  employe  with  some  urgency. 

The  same  evening  that  Ogilvie  left  town, 
May  received  a  letter  from  Miss  Barton.  It 
was  short  but  effective. 

"  My  cousin  I  am  sorry  to  say  has  had  a 
sharp  feverish  attack  which  is  the  reason 
neither  of  your  last  letters  have  been  an- 
swered. The  great  upset  we  have  had  was 
too  much  for  her  nerves,  but  she  is  coming 
round  again,  and  is  most  anxious  to  see  you. 
Try  and  come  as  soon  as  you  can,  I  believe  it 
would  do  her  a  world  of  good  to  have  you 
with  her.     Come  at  once." 

This  summons  set  May's  heart  beating,  and 
her  brain  working.  It  was  impossible  to  say 
no  to  it.  First  it  filled  her  heart  with 
pleasure  to  think  she  was  so  dear  to  Madame 
Falk,  towards  whom  she  felt  almost  a 
daughter's  affection — then  to  see  her  old 
home  again  (albeit  the  memories  connected 
with  it  were  not  altogether  sweet)  and  bright, 
beautiful    Paris,    was    a    great   attraction — 
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finally  to  be  a  week  or  ten  days  out  of  sight 
and  hearing  of  Miss  Macallan  was  a  relief 
not  to  be  despised.  It  was  curious  how  very 
distasteful  that  respectable  spinster  was  to 
her  young  "  companion " ;  there  was  an 
antagonism  of  nature  between  them — and  this 
is  generally  unconquerable.  She  felt  the 
intense  materialism  of  the  woman  a  perpetual 
offence  —  per  contra  there  was  a  strong 
reluctance  both  in  her  heart  and  mind  to 
displease  Ogilvie — and  that  he  would  be 
greatly  displeased  she  felt  sure — though  quite 
unable  to  answer  the  question  why.  Still  he 
had  never  opposed  her  project  of  paying  her 
friends  a  visit,  and  eager  as  she  was  to  please 
her  guardian,  she  was  by  no  means  inclined 
to  resign  the  right  of  free  action  into  his 
hands ;  she  would  enclose  him  Miss  Barton's 
letter  with  a  few  lines  from  herself  when  she 
had  spoken  to  Miss  Macallan. 

"  Will  you  read  this  letter  ?  "  she  said,  pre- 
senting it  to  her  employer  when  she  descended 
to  "  prayers,"  for  she  had  retired  to  cogitate 
over  what  was  best  to  be  done  when  she  had 
glanced  over  Miss  Barton's  epistle. 

36* 
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"  Ell !  "  said  Miss  Macallan,  putting  on  her 
glasses.  "  What  queer-like  writing  !  "  She 
seemed  an  age  reading  it  through. 

"  They  seem  very  keen  to  have  you,"  was 
her  comment  as  she  handed  the  letter  back  to 
its  owner. 

"  Not  more  than  I  am  to  go,"  returned 
May  with  a  persuasive  smile,  "  so,  now  that 
the  cleaning  is  over  and  I  shall  have  no 
more  music  lessons  for  some  time,  I  hope 
you  will  not  object  to  my  taking  a  short 
holiday  .^  " 

"  I  am  no  that  sure  about  it !  I  do  not  think 
Mr.  Ogilvie  will  be  very  well  pleased !  Stay 
till  you  hear  what  he  says." 

"  That  would  only  cause  needless  delay — 
and  I  should  like  to  start  to-morrow  evening. 
Mr.  Ogilvie  never  objected  to  my  going.  Miss 
Macallan!  It  was  because  you  wanted  me 
the  visit  was  postponed." 

"  Hum  ! — yes,  to  be  sure  I  forgot ;  still  you 
had  better  wait  a  letter  from  him." 

"  I  am  quite  sure  he  will  see  I  ought  to 
go,"  urged  May.  "  He  knows  Madame  Falk 
was  like  a  mother  to  me  !     He  is  quite  fond 
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of  her  himself,  and  I  will  write  and  explain 
everything  to  him." 

"  Oh,  very  well !  go  your  own  ways,  but 
mind,  I  warned  you  you'd  vex  your  guar- 
dian, and  few  girls  have  one  like  him  ;  he'll 
maybe  be  angered  against  me  for  letting  you 

go-" 

"  Not  if  you   did   not  want  me  on  your 

own     account !       Do    you    want    me,    Miss 

Macallan  ?  " 

"  Well,  no — not  particularly." 

"  I  shall  return  within  a  fortnight,  and  I  do 
so  want  to  go,"  pleaded  May. 

"  Look  here,  my  dearie,"  said  Miss  Macallan 
earnestly,  "  tell  me  truth  —  have  you  a 
laddie  in  Paris,  that  you  are  so  set  upon 
goinor  ?  " 

"  A  laddie  ?  "  repeated  May,  puzzled  for  a 
moment.  "  Oh,  you  mean  '  a  young  man,'  in 
the  servant-girl  sense.  No,  indeed,  neither  in 
Paris  nor  anywhere  else.  No  one  ever  took  a 
fancy  to  me,  and  I  am  sure  I  never  dreamed 
of  taking  a  fancy  to  any  one  ;  I  do  not  think 
I  am  the  kind  of  girl  men  care  for,  women  are 
always  very  good  to  me." 
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Miss  Macallan  laughed  a  short,  disagree- 
able laugh. 

"  That's  something  like  myself.  It's  curious, 
maybe,  but  I  never  had  a  sweetheart,  not  that 
I  hold  with  such-like  trash." 

"  Well,  I  can  assure  you.  Miss  Macallan,  I 
do  not  think  I  have  even  a  speaking  acquaint- 
ance with  any  man  in  Paris  now." 

"  Not  the  young  man  (and  a  fine  young 
man  he  was)  that  called  here  some  time 
past  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  think  he  is  in  Paris,  he  was 
going  to  Egypt  or  somewhere.  So  you  have 
really  no  objection  on  your  own  account  to 
my  taking  my  holiday  now  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  say  I  have,  but  you'll  anger  J^ir. 
Ogilvie." 

"  Why  should  I  ?  "  and  then  without  wait- 
ing for  a  reply  she  went  on.  "  Then  I  shall 
leave  to-morrow  evening,  and  travel  by  the 
Dieppe  route,  it  is  the  cheapest.  If  you  have 
any  commissions  I  shaU  be  delighted  to  do 
them  for  you,  everyone  wants  things  from 
Paris." 

"  Thank  you  " — drily—"  London  is   good 
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enough  for  me.  Will  you  ring  the  bell,  and 
we'll  have  our  portion  of  Scripture.  There's 
no  use  talking  any  more  about  the  matter." 

With  what  joy  May  ran  up  to  her  room  and 
lighted  one  of  the  candles  with  which  she 
always  provided  herself,  for  Miss  Macallan 
had  a  "  couvre  feu  "  of  her  own  at  ten  o'clock, 
when  the  gas  was  turned  off  and  the  house 
left  to  darkness. 

Before  she  slept,  May  indited  a  note  to 
Ogilvie,  telling  him  her  reasons  for  starting  at 
once  and  enclosing  Miss  Barton's  letter  ;  she 
promised  to  write  immediately  from  Paris, 
and  to  return  within  a  fortnight.  Then  she 
penned  a  card  to  the  Eue  Yielle  Cour,  and 
having  thus  cleared  away  her  necessary 
writing,  she  had  the  morrow  free  for  packing 
and  repairs. 

Miss  Macallan  was  passive  and  silent  on  the 
following  day.  '  There  was  even  a  tinge  of 
uneasiness  in  her  look  and  manner,  but  she 
wished  May  a  good  journey  at  parting,  omit- 
ting, however,  to  ask  her  Paris  address. 

It  was  something  of  an  undertaking,  this 
first  journey  quite  alone.     On  her  travels  to 
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England  in  the  preceding  summer,  May  hac! 
been  escorted  to  the  steamer  by  Madame 
Falk,  and  met  at  the  station  by  Ogilvie.  How 
vividly  she  recalled  that  delightful  and  un- 
expected meeting.  She  had  ample  time  for 
thought  during  the  long  hours  of  loneliness 
which  intervened  between  Victoria  and  St. 
Lazare.  It  was  almost  startling  to  think  of 
the  close  intimacy,  the  quiet  confidence  which 
had  grown  up  between  her  and  Ogilvie,  whom 
she  had  once  considered  a  formidable — almost 
a  repellent  personage — and  now !  A  slight 
tremor  passed  through  her  veins  at  the  idea  of 
life  without  him.  One  of  the  charms  of  this 
— friendship — well,  it  was  quite  friendship  on 
his  side,  and  should  never  seem  anything  else 
on  hers,  was  the  degree  of  delicate  secrecy 
which  preserved  it  from  ordinary  observation. 
Could  it  always  go  on  like  this  ?  She  would 
not  look  too  far  ahead,  she  dreaded  she  knew 
not  what  of  vague  unhappiness.  Let  her 
enjoy  the  present.  She  could  not  help  dwell- 
ing on  some  of  Miss  Macallan's  words ;  it  was 
evident  that  she  had  no  objection  to  her 
(May's)    visit    to    Paris,    but   that   the    real 
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obstacle  was  Ogilvie's  disinclination  to  let  her 
go.  She  recalled  liis  offer  to  speak  to  Miss 
Macallan  when  the  subject  was  first  mooted — 
did  he  really  ask  for  a  holiday  for  her,  or 
arrange  with  his  kinswoman  to  put  it  off? 
She  could  not  help  knowing  that  Ogilvie,  if 
resolved  to  accomj^lish  any  design,  would  be 
ready  to  carry  it  out  at  any  cost !  Then  the 
question  about  a  "young  man,"  and  the 
suggestion  of  Carr's  possible  presence  in  Paris, 
naturally  recalled  her  guardian's  ill-concealed 
anger  at  Carr's  visit  to  her.  Could  this  be 
jealousy  ?  Her  cheeks  flamed  at  the  idea,  but 
she  soon  chased  it  away.  Men  were  naturally 
jealous  even  in  friendship ;  she  would  be 
careful  not  to  be  too  friendly  with  Carr,  and 
how  earnestly  she  hoped  he  had  gone  to  the 
ends  of  the  earth,  anywhere,  so  long  as  it  was 
away  from  Paris. 

May  had  unfortunately  hit  on  one  of  the 
dates  when  the  steamer  is  obliged  to  wait 
outside  Dieppe  for  the  tide,  so  it  was  past  ten 
o'clock  when  she  reached  the  gave ;  still  she 
was  not  over  tired.  It  was  a  bright,  fresh 
morning,   and  she  had  been  exhilarated  by 
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finding  herself  in  France,  by  hearing  the 
language  which  had  long  been  more  familiar 
to  her  than  her  own,  while  her  eye  was 
charmed  by  the  picturesque,  un-English  look 
of  people  and  things.  Finally,  with  what  joy 
she  recognised  the  gaunt  form  and  grey  curls 
of  Miss  Barton,  who  was  looking  grimly  over 
the  heads  of  those  crowding  round  the  door, 
through  which  the  passengers  were  to  enter 
the  waiting-room. 

May  never  thought  she  could  have  embraced 
her  somewhat  contradictory  old  friend  with 
so  much  effusion. 

Miss  Barton  for  once  reciprocated  heartily. 
May's  small  amount  of  luggage  was  quickly 
looked  at,  and  she  was  promptly  and  ener- 
getically pushed  into  a  fiacre. 

"  Well,  May,  you  are  looking  wonderfully 
well,  and  somehow  '  woke  up.'  Madame  Falk 
will  be  delighted  to  have  you  with  her  again. 
We  have  a  wonderful  story  to  tell  you — I  dare 
not  begin  it  now,  and  it  is  nothing  bad !  but 
don't  you  mention  it  to  Esther.  It  is  agreed 
that  I  am  to  have  the  telling ! " 

Thus  Miss  Barton  as   they   rattled   away. 
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past  the  junction  of  streets  at  St.  Augustin 
where  the  fountains  were  playing,  and  the 
trees  bordering  the  streets  and  boulevards 
already  decked  with  their  fresh  green  Spring 
attire.  At  eleven  o'clock  life  is  in  full  work- 
ing order  in  Paris,  the  cafes  were  crowded, 
the  trams  and  omnibuses  full  to  overflowing. 

"  How  bright  and  beautiful  it  all  is !  " 
exclaimed  May,  looking  eagerly  from  the 
window  as  the  fiacre  turned  into  the  Eue 
Boetie  to  gain  the  Faubourg  St.  Honore.  "  I 
do  not  seem  ever  to  have  left  it!  And 
Madame  Falk — is  quite  well  again?  " 

"  Not  quite  well,  but  recovering  fast,  and 
will,  I  hope,  be  better  than  ever  she  was. 
How  is  it  that  you  managed  to  get  away  at 
once,  eh  ?  " 

*'  Oh  !  I  was  promised  a  holiday,  so  I  took 
it — Miss  Macallan  had  really  no  objection,  so 
here  I  am." 

"  Yes,  here  we  are !  "  exclaimed  Miss  Barton 
as  they  turned  into  the  Eue  Yielle  Cour,  "  and 
I  think  we  shall  find  Esther  up  and  dressed — 
she  has  not  got  up  till  late  for  some  little 
time." 
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Here  the  fiacre  stopped  at  the  well  known 
porte  cochere.  May  was  out  of  the  carriage 
in  a  moment,  and  was  holding  the  concierge 
by  the  hand,  then  she  returned  and  taking 
out  her  purse  went  to  pay  the  driver. 

"  Nonsense !  "  cried  Miss  Barton,  "  put  that 
up !  We  think  little  of  fiacres  and  cockers 
now-a-days." 

Scarcely  heeding  this  astounding  speech, 
May  flew  upstairs.  The  moment  she  touched 
the  bell  the  door  was  flung  open  and 
Adrienne  with  the  privilege  of  an  old  friend 
was  embracing  her,  "  Voila^  Mademoiselle !  " 
she  exclaimed,  throwing  open  the  door  of  the 
salon  —  the  next  instant  May's  arms  were 
round  her  dear  friend,  and  she  was  once 
more  really  at  home.  They  then  drew  back 
and  looked  at  each  other.  May,  struck  with 
the  indefinable  change  in  Madame  Talk,  in- 
voluntarily exclaimed,  "  How  pale  and  thin 
you  look,  dear,"  checking  the  words  "What 
a  sweet  cap  you  have,"  which  rose  to  her 
lips,  as  unsuitable  to  such  a  moment  of 
emotion.  Then  she  glanced  at  the  profusion 
of  flowers  which  beautified  the  room  and  was 
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conscious  of  some  indefinable  change,  and 
perceived  that  Carr  was  standing  near  the 
door  and  that  she  must  have  passed  without 
seeing  him.  He  seemed  strangely  at  home, 
having  evidently  just  risen  from  an  arm-chair 
beside  which  an  English  newspaper  had  fallen. 
"  Don't  stand,  dear  Madame  Falk,"  she  con- 
tinued. "  I  feel  you  are  trembling,  that  is 
not  like  you,  sit  down  again  " — and  she  bent 
down  to  place  a  tabouret  under  her  feet. 

"  Oh  !  I  shall  soon  be  myself,  May — so  glad 
to  have  you  with  me  again,  dear  child ! 
You  do  not  look  as  if  you  had  had  a  long 
journey." 

"  I  do  not  feel  as  if  I  had  had  one.  I  am 
so  glad  to  be  with  you  again."  Then  turning 
to  shake  hands  with  Carr,  she  added  "  I  had 
no  idea  you  were  in  Paris  ! "  She  felt  there 
was  something  peculiarly  kind  and  friendly 
in  his  eyes. 

"  And  I  had  no  idea  you  were  coming 
so  soon  or  I  should  not  have  arranged  to 
leave  to-night.  I  am  going  to  see  the  Conroys 
at  St.  Eemo,"  he  said — and  May's  ungrateful 
heart  leaped   for  joy  at  the  announcement. 
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"  But  I  hope  to  find  you  here  on  my  return," 
he  added,  looking  with  a  questioning  glance 
into  her  eyes. 

"  I  have  a  whole  fortnight's  leave  of 
absence." 

"  A  fortnight,"  he  repeated.  "  Oh,  you  are 
not  going  away  in  a  fortnight — is  she  ?  "  (to 
Madame  Falk).  "I  say.  Miss  Eiddell,  how 
did  you  escape  from  Ogilvie  ?  " 

"I  did  not  escape.  He  was  away,  so  I 
took  leave,  but  he  would  not  have  prevented 
me."  Then  she  turned  from  him,  and  sitting 
down  by  Madame  Falk  took  her  hand,  which 
she  stroked  gently.  Never  had  they  seen  her 
so  demonstrative  before.  The  timid  reserve 
that  used  to  keep  her  silent  and  still  seemed 
all  melted  and  gone,  and  the  real  May,  frank, 
loving  and,  in  a  way,  fearless,  was  revealed. 

"  I  have  seen  your  things  put  in  your 
room,"  said  Miss  Barton.  "  You  had  better 
come  and  take  off  your  hat,  for  breakfast  is 
ready." 

May  complied,  greatly  wondering.  Carr 
had  always  been  a  welcome  guest  in  the  Eue 
Vielle  Cour,  especially   to  Miss  Barton,  but 
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now  he  seemed  thoroughly  at  home.  He  was 
going  to  stay  to  breakfast  evidently,  he,  who 
was  accustomed  to  all  possible  costly  luxury. 
He  looked  unusually  joyous  and  happy  too. 
Was  he  going  to  marry  Frances  Conroy  ? 
and  therefore  received  as  a  relative  by 
Madame  Talk  ?  This  probably  was  the  story 
Miss  Barton  had  to  tell. 

The  breakfast  was  very  pleasant.  Madame 
Falk  was  unusually  silent,  but  did  not  seem 
depressed,  for  she  listened  to  all  that  was 
said  with  interest  and  laughed  at  the  small 
jests  that  so  easily  do  duty  for  "bon 
mots"  when  hearts  are  light  and  tempers 
tranquil. 

Breakfast  too  was  very  dainty,  and  the 
wine  choice. 

"  You  must  take  a  long  rest  this  after- 
noon," said  Madame  Falk  to  May. 

"But  Miss  Eiddell  says  she  is  not  at  all 
tired,"  put  in  Carr,  "  and  it  is  so  fine,  suppose 
she  and  Miss  Barton  come  for  a  drive  in  the 
Bois  ?  " 

Miss  Barton  screwed  her  face  into  a  curious 
expression  of  "  No." 
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"  What !  take  lier  away  from  me  the  mo- 
ment she  has  come  ?  "  said  Madame  Falk. 

"  If  you  take  that  view,  I  will  say  no 
more,"  returned  Carr ;  "  as  I  go  off  to-night 
I  am  naturally  anxious  to  make  hay  while 
the  sun  shines.  I  wish  I  had  not  promised  to 
go." 

"  Well  you  cannot  disappoint  Mrs.  Conroy 
now,"  observed  Madame  Falk. 

"No,  of  course  not.  I  suppose  you  dine 
at  seven  as  usual  ?  " 

"A  little  earlier  if  you  like,"  put  in  Miss 
Barton. 

"  Oh,  it  will  do  quite  well,  my  train  does 
not  go  till  nine  forty-five."  And  he  rose  to 
fetch  May  some  fruit  from  the  sideboard. 

She  had  indeed  noticed  how  he  went  to 
and  fro  during  the  meal,  finding  this  and 
fetching  that.  He  knew  where  everything 
was,  and — it  was  altogether  puzzling.  May 
liked  him  better  than  she  ever  did  before — 
he  seemed  younger  than  he  used  to  be. 

They  lingered  somewhat  at  table,  and 
May's  enquiries  elicited  that  Mademoiselle 
Ferret  was  doing  very  well  and  had  not  yet 
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heard  that  May  was  coming — that  the  con- 
cierge's deHcate  son  had  won  the  first  prize 
for  freehand  drawing — that  Madame  Zava- 
doskoi  had  been  suddenly  summoned  from 
the  gaieties  of  Parisian  life  to  Florence,  where 
her  young  daughter-in-law  was  dangerously 
ill — some  ill-natured  people  said  because  she 
and  her  husband  had  had  a  desperate  quarrel 
— that  Madame  Falk's  nephew  had  got  on 
remarkably  well,  and  began  to  speak  French 
so  fluently  that  he  was  returning  to  London 
in  the  Autumn.  Then  many  questions  were 
put  to  her  respecting  her  life  with  Miss 
Macallan  —  and  there  was  a  good  deal  of 
laughter  over  the  quiet  humour  of  May's 
descriptions. 

At  last  Carr  rose,  lit  a  cigar,  and  said  he 
had  a  few  things  to  do — so  departed,  kissing 
Madame  Falk's  hand.  May  observed. 

"Now,"  cried  Miss  Barton,  "you  must 
take  your  tonic,  Esther,  and  lie  down.  May 
and  I  will  go  and  unpack,  and  I  shall  see 
what  frightful  things  she  has  brought  from 
London.'' 

"Not   frightful  at  all,"  said   May.     "The 
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shops  there  are  charming ! — you  would  find 
a  great  change  I  am  sure.  How  long  is  it 
since  you  were  there  ?  " 

"Eather  more  than  twenty -five  years," 
returned  Miss  Barton,  who  was  measuring 
out  Madame  Falk's  medicine,  one  eye  shut 
to  increase  the  intensity  of  her  gaze  with  the 
other. 

This  accomplished,  she  watched  her  cousin 
take  the  potion  and  then  followed  her  to  her 
room,  settled  her  on  her  sofa,  covered  her 
with  an  eiderdown,  gave  strict  orders  that  no 
one  was  to  be  admitted,  and  led  the  way  up- 
stairs to  a  bedroom  on  the  next  floor,  engaged 
for  May. 

**  I  have  really  very  little  to  unpack,"  said 
the  latter. 

"  I  know  that,  it  is  not  for  that  I  brought 
you  up  here,  but  to  unburden  my  own  mind. 
I  have  a  tremendous  story  to  tell ;  sit  down 
there."     And  Miss  Barton  began. 

As  she  gradually  unfolded  her  story  May's 
large  eyes  dilated,  and  she  clasped  her  hands 
tight — with  rapt  attention. 

It  was   a   thrilling   tale,  and  May's  heart 
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beat  as  the  picture  delineated  by  the  speaker 
unfolded  itself  before  her  quick  imagination. 

Such  an  episode  of  real  life  was  infinitely 
astonishing  and  touching,  above  all,  it  pro- 
mised peace  and  safety  for  dear  Madame 
Palk's  declining  years. 

"  Of  course,"  concluded  Miss  Barton,  "  I 
thought  Esther  would  have  jumped  at  him. 
Wouldn't  you  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  sure,"  said  May  slowly.  "  He 
isn't  a  bit  the  dear  child  that  was  lost.  I 
understand  that,  but  she  will  grow  into  a 
motherly  feeling  for  him  when  he  is  so  nice 
to  her,"  added  May,  pressing  her  handkerchief 
to  her  eyes.  "  I  feel  as  if  I  could  love  him 
for  his  good  feeling." 

"  The  curious  thing  is,"  resumed  Miss 
Barton,  "  that  whenever  Esther  catches  an 
expression  in  his  face,  a  tone  in  his  voice, 
that  reminds  her  of  that  brute  of  a  husband 
who  destroyed  her  life,  she  is  ready  to  hug 
him." 

"  Poor  man,  he  must  have  been  out  of  his 
mind." 

"  Maybe  so,"  returned  Miss  Barton  sternly, 

LIBRARY    37* 

'?•  ffVFRSITY  OF  IIUNOIS 


62  rOUND  WANTING. 

"  but  I'd  give  such  madmen  the  cat,  just  to 
bring  them  to  their  senses." 

"  How  impossible  it  is  to  know  where  his 
responsibihty  ended." 

"  Well,  at  any  rate,  the  Conroys  were 
enchanted.  Mr.  Conroy  stopped  here  on  his 
way  to  join  his  wife  and  daughter,  and 
invited  Bernard  (we  always  call  him  Bernard) 
to  come  and  see  them  at  St.  Eemo.  It  is 
very  nice  for  a  young  Australian  man  o'  the 
woods  to  find  himself  first  cousin  to  Mr. 
Herbert  Conroy  of  Audeley  Chase.  What  I 
regret  is  that  Madame  Zavadoskoi  was  called 
away  before  I  could  tell  her.  She  is  so  kind- 
hearted,  so  interested  in  us,  that  it  would 
have  pleased  her  immensely.  I  see  though 
that  Bernard  (Mr.  Carr)  is  bent  on  carrying 
his  mother  off  to  Australia.  I  don't  fancy 
the  idea.  Come,  my  dear,  let  us  go  back  to 
Esther.  Don't  you  say  more  to  her  than 
that  you  are  delighted,  and  think  Bernard  all 
that's  good  and  delightful." 

"Soldo,"  said  May. 


CHAPTER   III. 

"FRESH    FETTERS." 

May  was  carefully  obedient  to  Miss  Barton's 
suggestion ;  when  they  rejoined  Madame  Falk 
she  kissed  her  tenderly,  and  whispered : 

"  Thank  God,  dear,  you  have  found  so 
charming  a  son,  and  some  reward  for  all  your 
goodness." 

When  Carr  returned  to  dinner  he  asked 
Miss  Barton  significantly,  "  Have  you  told 
her  ?  " 

"  Yes,  everything,"  was  her  reply. 

"  Then  congratulate  me.  Miss  Eiddell,  on 
the  '  Treasure  Trove  '  I  have  found  ! "  he 
cried,  holding  out  his  hand  to  her.  "  It's  not 
every  day  that  a  fellow  finds  such  a  mother 
ready-made  to  his  hand." 

"  Not  every  day  that  a  mother  finds  a 
bright,  warm-hearted  son,  after  mourning  him 
as  lost,"  said  May,  frankly  giving  him  hers, 
and  looking  up  to  him  with  admiring  eyes. 
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"  Ay,  that's  the  mischief  of  it !  It's  hard 
for  her  to  feel  I  am  her  son  after  all  these 
years,  but  it  will  come " 

"  I  am  sure  it  will.  She  cannot  help 
loving  you." 

"  Yery  nice  to  hear  you  say  so,"  said  Carr 
laughing,  and  May,  quite  unembarrassed, 
laughed  too. 

"  Am  I  not  related  to  you  somehow  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  cannot  claim  relationship 
with  you." 

"  No  ;  though  she  may  be  my  adopted 
daughter,"  said  Madame  Talk,  entering  the 
room  at  that  moment. 

"  Then,  by  Jove,  you  shall  be  my  adopted 
sister  !  "  cried  Carr  joyously 

"  Thank  you.  This  is  indeed  an  embarras 
de  richesses,''  and  they  went  to  dinner,  Carr 
giving  his  arm  to  Madame  Falk. 

May  was  interested  to  observe  how  care- 
fully he  attended  to  his  mother's  wants,  and 
lavished  all  possible  attention  on  her.  It 
was  evident  how  earnest  he  was  to  win  her 
affection — to  be  to  her  a  loving  son — she  was 
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evidently  jdelding  to  his  efforts  to  win  her 
affection,  but  her  nature  was  too  strong,  too 
honest,  to  be  easily  affected. 

"  You  will  give  my  best  love  to  Mrs. 
Conroy  and  Frances,"  said  May,  when  Carr 
observed  that  it  was  time  for  him  to  be 
going,  "  and  beg  her  to  let  me  know  when 
they  are  to  be  in  London,  that  I  may  see 
them  as  they  pass  through.  It  seems  so  long 
since  I  saw  them." 

"  It  will  be  uncommonly  nice  for  Bernard  " 
(she  always  called  him  Bernard  from  the 
first)  "  to  have  a  charming  cousin  for  a 
chum,"  said  Miss  Barton  with  a  knowing  nod. 

"  Only  it  happens  I  like  her  the  least  of 
the  lot,"  he  returned.  "  I  never  feel  at  home 
with  her." 

"  That  is  because  you  do  not  know  her 
weU  enough,"  cried  May.  "  She  is  most 
generous  and  high-minded — her  worst  fault  is 
being  too  much  in  earnest.  I  have  known 
her  for  years,  and  have  a  right  to  speak." 

"  I  daresay  she  is  all  that,  but  she  is 
scarcely  human  enough  for  a  low-minded 
fellow  like  me.     I  hope  I  shall  find  you  here 
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when  I  come  back.  Good-bye,  Miss  Eiddell. 
Good-bye,  Miss  Barton.  I  feel  I  ought  to 
call  you  Aunt,  then  my  circle  of  female 
relatives  would  be  complete  " — a  slight  pause 
— "  Mother  dear,  good-bye  ;  make  haste  and 
get  quite  strong."  He  kissed  her  tenderly, 
and  went  away,  turning  at  the  door  to  wave 
his  hand  to  all. 

"  Dear  Madame  Falk,  how  nice  and  kind 
and  natural  he  is,"  cried  May  impulsively. 
"  I  am  so  glad  you  have  found  him." 

"  Eather  that  he  has  found  me.  I  am 
ashamed  to  be  so  slow  in  giving  him  my 
heart,  but  he  is  good,  and  deserves  my 
gratitude." 

*'  I  see  a  strong  likeness  to  you  at  times,  in 
expression,  not  features,"  continued  May. 

"  That  never  struck  you  before,"  said 
Madame  Falk,  laughing. 

***** 

Perhaps  Carr's  greatest  merit  in  May's  eyes 
on  that  particular  occasion  was  that  his 
departure  coincided  with  her  own  arrival. 
It  was  most  satisfactory  to  be  able  to  record 
that  fact  in  the  letter  she  wrote  to  Ogilvie 
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describing  her  prosperous  journey  and  happy 
meeting  with  Madame  Falk  and  her  cousin. 

"  I  have  a  wonderful  story  to  tell  you 
about  him  when  I  return,  but  it  is  too  long 
for  a  letter,"  she  concluded,  adding  that  she 
should  not  trouble  him  with  another  until  she 
was  able  to  name  the  date  at  which  she  would 
be  in  London. 

It  was  very  delightful  to  think  when  she 
woke  that  she  would  see  the  kind,  familiar 
faces  of  her  old  friends  as  soon  as  she  left  her 
room,  and  as  she  dressed  May  looked  back 
over  the  old  days  passed  with  her  father  ; 
she  wished  he  had  not  been  so  dissatisfied 
with  his  career — with  the  world  in  general. 
Had  he  been  happier,  he  would  have  been 
more  sympathetic.  She  feared  she  was  im- 
patient, not  forbearing  and  kind  enough  to 
him,  and  a  sigh  would  swell  her  bosom,  as 
she  remembered  how  often  a  feeling  of  utter 
loneliness  had  chilled  her  when  his  incidental 
acts  or  words  showed  her  how  unimportant 
she  was  in  his  sight.  Then,  as  ever  when  she 
recalled  the  past,  life  seemed  to  have  begun 
for  her  from  the  day  she  knew  Ogilvie ;  she 
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was  SO  held  down  by  the  sense  of  her  own 
insignificance,  by  her  unattractive  inferiority, 
that  she  had  closed  her  heart  and  mind 
against  everyone,  as  the  only  safeguard  of 
her  self-respect  ;  when  the  gentle  warmth  of 
Ogilvie's  notice  and  appreciation  seemed  to 
create  for  her  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth, 
so  touch  her  intellect  and  heart  alike  with  the 
fructifying  electricity  of  comprehension  and 
sympathy.  From  that  time  forward  she 
began  to  have  faith  in  herself,  to  feel  some- 
thing of  a  woman's  dignity  instead  of  the 
sorrowful  helplessness  of  an  incompetent  child. 
How  could  she  help  the  kind  of  devotion  she 
felt  towards  the  man  who  was  her  mental 
maker,  who  had  helped  her  to  develop  the 
strength  which  she  now  used  to  oppose  him  ; 
for  though  she  would  not  admit  it  to  the 
adamantine  Euphemia,  she  knew  Ogilvie 
would  have  prevented  her  visit  to  Paris  if  he 
could. 

Here  she  was,  however,  and  she  must  make 
it  up  with  him  as  best  she  could ;  she  had 
done  nothing  wrong. 

Madame  Talk  had  not  risen  when  Mav  went 
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down,  but  she  was  looking  better,  as  if 
refreshed  by  a  good  night.  Miss  Barton  was 
walking  about  with  a  duster  as  usual,  but  this 
was  mere  form,  for  the  cousins  had  a  second 
servant  now,  and  Miss  Barton  averred  that 
two  together  were  more  trouble  than  they 
were  worth. 

"  Well,  May,  did  you  sleep — are  you 
rested  ?  '* 

"  Quite  so,  Miss  Barton.  Nor  did  I  dream 
of  the  wonderful  fairyland  into  which  your 
story  plunged  me  yesterday.  Surely  the 
realms  of  romance  never  presented  a  more 
extraordinary  story  of  re-union." 

"  I  rather  think  rarely  !  It  is,  however  (and 
thank  God),  a  very  satisfactory  reality,  only 
I  see  Bernard  will  take  his  mother  off  to 
Australia,  and  I  don't  see  what  is  to  become 
of  me  !  Even  if  I  had  a  fortune  to  live  upon 
here — which  I  haven't — it  is  no  joke  to 
part  w^th  such  a  companion  as  Esther  has 
been !  But  I  say  nothing.  Besides,  it 
would  make  Bernard  seem  rather  ridiculous 
if  he  imported  a  superfluous  old  woman  like 
me." 
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"  And  will  Madame  Falk  like  to  go  to  the 
other  side  of  the  world  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know — she  is  greatly  changed. 
The  sudden  shock  of  Bernard's  appearing,  the 
revival  of  the  old  grief,  and  chiefly  the  un- 
expected ease  in  money  matters  (her  son  is 
now  arranging  a  large  settlement  on  her  that 
she  may  be  quite  independent),  seems  to  have 
taken  the  strength  out  of  her!  You  know 
that  for  many  a  year  she  daren't  relax,  lest 
grim  poverty  might  get  the  best  of  it ;  now 
that  is  over  she  feels  a  sort  of  collapse.  But 
never  mind,  plenty  of  money  never  hurt  any- 
one, unless  indeed  it  were  a  man  inclined  to 
drink  and  gamble.  Esther  will  get  used  to  it 
all,  you'll  see.  I  am  longing  to  see  Madame 
Zavadoskoi,  and  tell  her  all  about  everything. 
She  is  going  to  England  this  year,  I  think. 
I  am  sorry  she  is  away  now  you  have  come 
over." 

May  was  not,  but  she  kept  that  to  her- 
self. For  some  occult  reason  May  did 
not  like  the  charming  Eussian,  perhaps  be- 
cause she  was  instinctively  convinced  that 
Madame   Zavadoskoi  was   a   masked    enemy 
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in  spite  of  her  soft  civility,  her  condescending 
notice. 

As  soon  as  she  thought  Mademoiselle 
Ferret's    disengaged  midday  hour  had  come. 

May   set  out  for  the  Eue  C ;    she   had 

heard  a  good  report  of  her  little  musical 
friend's  improved  position.  Her  lessons  were 
numerous,  her  classes  well  attended,  she  had 
a  new  and  improved  concierge^  in  fact,  as  is 
often  the  case,  one  small  success  had  brought 
many. 

Mademoiselle  had  just  finished  her  well- 
earned  breakfast,  and  when,  at  May's  ring,  she 
opened  the  door  and  saw  who  was  waiting 
for  admission  she  gave  a  scream  of  delight. 

"  My  little  angel,"  she  exclaimed.  "  My 
poor,  dear  child  !  How  did  you  come  ?  Can 
you  not  endure  the  sadness  of  that  sombre 
country  any  longer?  Come  in,  come  in. 
Have  you  breakfasted — Yes  !  Ah,  you  should 
have  come  to  me  first.'* 

She  embraced  her  young  favourite  many 
times,  insisted  on  removing  her  hat  to  see  how 
she  looked,  and  poured  forth  a  torrent  of 
questions,  most  of  which  she  answered  herself* 
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"  Ah,  then  you  have  not  come  to  remain — 
Dieu  !  How  is  that  ?  You  are  not  tied  for 
ever  to  that  millwheel  where  you  must  weary 
yourself  to  death,"  she  said,  when  May  ex- 
plained that  she  had  only  come  for  a  brief 
holiday.  "Madame  Falk  will  never  let  you 
go  back — Madame  is  a  millionaire  now! 
Figure  to  yourself  what  a  romance,  and  such 
a  tall,  handsome  man  to  come  back  to  her  out 
of  the  sea  instead  of  the  little  fair-haired  baby 
she  lost,  and  listen !  I  have  the  profoundest 
regard  for  our  dear  friend,  she  seems  almost 
French  in  her  delightful  manner  and  poliiesse, 
but  she  is  English — English  to  the  end  of  her 
fingers  !  Imagine  !  in  place  of  throwing  her- 
self into  the  arms  of  this  beautiful  young  son, 
she  hesitates,  she  demands  proofs,  she  weeps, 
she  thinks  he  does  not  replace  the  little  baby- 
boy.  Ah !  Dieu  !  What  extraordinary  people 
you  are  !  She  leaves  him  knocking  at  the 
door  of  her  heart,  and  finally  only  opens  it  an 
inch  at  a  time  to  the  poor,  dear,  adoring  son 
who  only  asks  for  her  love !  It  is  inconceiv- 
able !  absolutely  inconceivable  !  And  he  loads 
her  with  gifts !  " 
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"  Oh !  Madame  Talk  is  growing  very  fond 
of  him,  and  it  is  delightful  to  see  how  happy 
he  looks." 

"  Naturally,  when  he  has  found  so  charm- 
ing a  mother;  and  you,  my  little  one,  you 
will  remain  permanently  with  our  dear 
Madame  Falk.  You  will  not  return  to  the 
melancholy  house  of  the  rich  mees  ?  " 

"  I  must.  Mademoiselle.  I  have  only  a 
short  holiday,  and  though  I  believe  Madame 
Falk  would  readily  give  me  shelter,  I  must 
work  for  myself." 

"  Bah !  what  is  a  bagatelle  such  as  you 
would  cost  compared  to  the  pleasure  of 
having  a  daughter  like  you — for  you  would  be 
a  daughter,  and  they  are  rich — very  rich !  " 

"  I  have  no  claim  on  them  or  on  anyone," 
said  May  with  a  sigh. 

"  Listen  then,  my  child.  If  you  would 
really  prefer  making  your  own  existence  to 
living  in  luxurious  repose,  come  and  join  me. 
I  could  do  with  more  help.  You  have  had 
lessons,  you  have  studied  in  London,  they 
tell  me,  but  I  fear  the  teaching  there  is  of 
small  use ! " 
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"  My  master  was  an  Italian,"  returned  May 
smiling. 

"  Ah  !  good,  good !  Well  then  you  could 
give  me  great  help,  and  we  would  extend  our 
business.  You  should  have  your  pension 
with  me,  and  a  little  something  for  clothes  and 
pocket.  Hey  !  how  say  you  ?  It  would  make 
me  very  happy." 

"  And  I  should  be  happy  with  you — but 
dear  Mademoiselle,  I  can  undertake  nothing 
at  present — T  must  return  to  London  before 
I  do  anything." 

"Ah,  it  is  a  pity!"  sighed  Mademoiselle 
Ferret,  her  dark  eager  face  clouding  over. 
"But  apparently  you  are  not  unhappy 
in  that  serious  country.  You  look  well 
— very  well  indeed.  You  have  developed  a 
figure — your  air  is  more  gracious."  Then 
followed  a  string  of  questions,  and  be- 
fore May  could  answer  half  of  them  Made- 
moiselle glanced  at  the  clock.  "I  go, 
my  sweet  child,  I  must  fly.  I  shall  be 
late  for  the  beautiful  American  of  the 
Boulevard  Hausmann  —  and  Madame  her 
mother    sits   with    her   watch    in    her   hand 
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counting  the  seconds  till  I  come — also  while 
I  stay." 

"  Then  I  will  leave,  dear  good  friend,  but 
first,  Madame  Falk's  message.  She  desires 
her  love  and  hopes  you  will  dine  with  her 
to-day.     Just  a  partie  carree,  no  gentlemen." 

"  Ah,  with  the  greatest  pleasure !  We 
shall  tell  each  other  everything.  My  best 
thanks  ;  I  shall  be  punctual,  ma  belle,  au 
revoir — I  must  fly." 

"Everyone  is  very  good,"  mused  May  as 
she  walked  slowly  back,  "  and  Paris  is  lovely 
— I  feel  more  at  home  here  than  in  London — 
but — "  her  thoughts  grew  vague  as  she  felt, 
not  without  a  prophetic  sense  of  uneasiness, 
how  intolerable  the  loveliest  place  on  earth 
would  be  if  she  were  cut  off  from  Ogilvie's 
presence.  Believing  implicitly  as  she  did  in 
the  loyal  constancy  of  his  friendship,  she 
could  not  help  feeling  that  her  happiness 
hung  on  a  thread — a  very  frail  thread.  The 
waves  of  life,  that  often  stormy  sea,  might 
sweep  them  apart  at  any  moment — there  was 
no  tie  of  kinship,  no  claim  of  any  kind  on 
one  side  or  the  other,  and  though  she  could 
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not  help  perceiving,  in  spite  of  Ogilvie's 
caution  and  rare  self-control,  that  it  was  a 
source  of  profound  delight  to  be  with  her, 
she  never  allowed  herself  to  doubt  that  she 
was  secondary  to  his  ambition,  to  his  schemes 
for  the  future.  Her  reflections,  however, 
ended  as  they  generally  did — in  a  firm  deter- 
mination to  enjoy  the  present,  and  let  the 
future  take  care  of  itself. 

The  remainder  of  her  holiday  was  most 
agreeably  spent.  Madame  Falk  rapidly  im- 
proved in  health,  and  they  drove  out  almost 
every  day  in  the  Bois,  and  in  the  charming 
environs  of  Paris. 

Madame  Talk  even  began  to  do  a  little 
work,  and  when  her  cousin  remonstrated 
with  her  replied  that  there  was  nothing  so 
exhausting  as  idleness. 

"  Do  you  know.  May,  I  think  I  shall  try  to 
train  you  in  journalism !  I  know  you  hate  idle- 
ness and  dependence  as  much  as  I  do  m3^self ; 
suppose  you  try  to  slip  into  my  place  ?  " 

"I  should  like  it  very  much,"  said  May, 
"  but  to  do  your  work  I  should  have  to  live 
in  Paris." 
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"Why  not?  You  have  not  adopted 
London  as  your  dwelling-place  for  ever  and 
a  day?" 

"  No,"  returned  May,  colourmg,  "  but  I 
cannot  leave  it  yet.  I  must  stay  and  save  up 
a  little." 

"  My  dear,  your  only  chance  is  to  stay  and 
take  up  the  running  now!'* 

"  You  must  see  what  you  can  make  of  me 
during  the  next  ten  days,  and,  if  I  seem 
promising,  why,  we  will  think  seriously  of  the 
idea,  but  I  fear — I  fear  I  should  never  be 
equal  to  such  a  task !  " 

"  I  do  not  see  why  you  should  not  be,  but  as 
you  say  you  must  try." 

"  In  any  case  I  must  return  to  London  and 
consult  my  guardian,"  was  May's  ultimatum. 

"  Don't  call  him  your  guardian,"  cried  Miss 
Barton,  who  assisted  at  this  discussion ; 
"  that  is  all  nonsense,  and  affectation,  and 
tends  to  sentimentality.  He  is  just  a  useful 
friend,  and  of  course  you  are  right  to  tell  him 
your  plans,  but  he  has  no  right  to  interfere 
with  them." 

"  He   has   been  so  wonderfully   kind   and 

38* 
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helpful  to  me  that  it  would  be  most  ungrate- 
ful of  me  to  do  anything  without  consulting 
him,"  said  May  gravely.  "  Besides  being  an 
excellent  adviser — he  knows  everything." 

"  Oh,  no  doubt  he  is  very  capable  and  has 
been  very  good  to  you,"  observed  Madame 
Talk.  "  I  would  certainly  mention  my  sug- 
gestion to  him  if  I  were  you  ;  you  could  write 
it,  you  know." 

"  Mr.  Ogilvie  has  not  answered  the  letter  I 
sent  from  this,  and  I  trouble  him  with  as  few 
as  possible,  but  I  shall  certainly  talk  to  him 
about  your  scheme  when  I  go  back." 

"  It  is  evident  you  are  determined  to 
return,"  said  Miss  Barton  with  a  sniff. 

"  I  must,"  replied  May  steadily. 

"  Come,  then,  give  me  my  note-book,  I 
have  jotted  down  a  few  bits  about  books  and 
authors,  it  is  all  I  can  do  now ;  you  read 
them  over,  and  see  if  you  can  put  them  into 
readable  form.  To-morrow  we  will  take 
some  notes  in  the  Bois,  and  you  shall  try  to 
record  them." 

''  Yes,  dear  Madame  Falk.  I  shall  be  very 
glad  to  make  the  attempt." 
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A  day  or  two  after  this  discussion  came  the 
letter  from  Ogilvie  for  which  May  had  begun 
to  pine.  It  was  cool  and  short,  so  were 
almost  all  his  communications,  but  this  one 
especially.  He  had  been  a  good  deal  sur- 
prised to  find  she  had  taken  such  a  sudden 
flight  to  Paris,  and  feared  that  a  lonely 
journey  was  rather  a  high  price  to  pay  for  a 
holiday.  He  had  been  to  see  Miss  Macallan, 
who  hoped  May  would  return  at  the 
appointed  time,  for  she  (Miss  Mac)  missed  her 
much.  "  Let  me  know  the  exact  date  of 
your  return,"  he  concluded, "  and  if  you  have 
heard  lately  from  the  Conroys." 

There  was  something  in  the  tone  of  this 
letter  which  wounded  May — a  tinge  of  in- 
difference. If  Ogilvie  was  really  displeased 
with  her  and  withdrew  the  delighful  confi- 
dence —  the  veiled  tenderness  —  he  had 
hitherto  shown  her — how  was  she  to  live.^ 
She  was  half -frightened  at  the  intense  pang  of 
such  an  anticipation — and  she  began  to  long 
for  a  glimpse  of  his  face,  where,  at  a  glance, 
she  could  perceive  his  mood. 

As  he  asked  for  information,  she  lost   no 
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time  in  giving  it,  adding  a  question  that  gave 
him  a  curious  thrill.  "  Are  you  really  dis- 
pleased with  me?"  He  resisted  his  strong 
temptation  to  write  to  her  by  return,  and 
resolutely  kept  her  waiting  for  three  days 
before  she  received  the  following  lines  : 

"  Yes,  I  am  quite  furious — and  have  stored 
up,  ready  to  be  delivered  on  your  return, 
the  most  immense  scolding  you  have  ever 
received  from  your  sincere  friend — Piees 
Ogelvie.'* 

A  threat  which  had  the  remarkable  effect 
of  restoring  light  to  May's  eyes,  and  smiles  to 
her  lip. 

The  remainder  of  May's  holiday  was  all 
pleasure,  but  the  best  day  of  all  was  the  day 
she  said  good-bye  to  her  faithful  friends,  and 
set  her  face  Londonwards.  During  the  week 
which  followed  the  letter,  which  contained 
what  she  saw  meant  plenary  absolution  from 
Ogilvie,  there  had  been  more  than  one  letter 
from  Carr,  who  seemed  to  be  enjoying  him- 
self very  much,  and  was  delighted  with  the 
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cordial  reception  given  to  him  by  liis  new 
relatives.  Frances  had  undertaken  his  literary 
and  philosophical  education,  and  expressed  a 
wish  to  visit  him  in  Australia  if  his  mother 
went  out  there.  He  had  partly  promised  to 
visit  them  early  in  the  summers,  when  they 
expected  Madame  Zavadoskoi,  and  they 
hoped  Madame  Falk  would  join  them  also. 
He  always  enquired  kindly  for  May,  and  en- 
joined his  mother  to  prevent  her  return  to 
London.  But  all  attempts  to  carry  out  this 
injunction  failed. 

***** 

Though  later  in  the  season.  May  had  a  less 
tranquil  passage  than  when  she  crossed  before, 
and  she  felt  a  good  deal  fatigued  on  reaching 
Granby  Eoad. 

Miss  Macallan  seemed  more  "  dour,"  more 
cast-iron  than  ever,  the  dining-room  grimmer 
and  barer  ;  but  the  young  servant  seemed 
right  glad  to  have  her  back,  and  even  Miss 
Macallan  deigned  to  say  she  was  not  sorry  the 
holiday  was  over. 

"Ye  see,  you've  just  got  me  into  the  bad 
habit   of  having   all   my   notes  and  bits   o' 
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writing  done  for  me,  and  you  must  just  stay 
at  home  and  do  the  work  you  have  under- 
taken for  many  months  to  come." 

"  Very  well,  Miss  Macallan,"  returned  May, 
good-humouredly. 

"  Here's  a  note  from  Mr.  Ogilvie  for  you. 
I  can  tell  you  he  wasn't  very  well  pleased  at 
your  going  off  in  that  sudden,  unforeseen  sort 
of  wa}^." 

"  I  am  afraid  he  was  not,"  said  May,  dying 
to  get  away  and  read  her  note  by  herself." 

''  Aye,  and  I  think  it  right  to  tell  you  he  is 
going  to  give  you  a  very  serious  talking  to, 
but  he  is  uncommon  considerate,  for  he  says 
it  would  be  too  hard  on  you  to  have  such  a 
talking  to  before  a  third  person,  so  I  have 
just  told  Jessie  to  show  him  up  to  the 
drawing-room  whenever  he  comes.  It's  fine 
and  warm  now,  and  you'll  no  need  a  fire. 
My  word  May  ;  but  you  are  a  fortunate  lassie 
to  be  so  cared  for  and  thought  about  by  a 
man  that  will,  may  be — be  Prime  Minister  o* 
England  one  of  these  days,  for,  if  he  goes  into 
Parliament ' ' 

An   expressive    pause    indicated    that    no 
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words  were  adequate  to  tell  the  height  to 
which  he  might  attain. 

"  Believe  me,  I  am  very  grateful,"  said 
May  quietly,  "  and  I  hope  when  I  have  had 
my  punishment,  I  may  be  forgiven." 

"  Of  that  I  have  no  doubt.  And  I  hope 
you'll  lay  the  lesson  to  heart." 

When  May  retreated  to  her  room  and 
opened  her  letter  she  found  it  contained  a  few 
lines,  in  which  Ogilvie  said  that  he  was 
greatly  pressed  with  work,  but  would  con- 
trive to  run  up  and  see  her  that  evening, 
perhaps  about  seven.  If  he  did  not  appear, 
she  must  set  his  absence  down  to  unavoidable 
business. 

JFeeling  tired  and  restless.  May  thought  she 
would  try  what  sleep  would  do  to  restore 
her. 

Glancing  round  the  cold,  unlovely  room,  as 
she  let  down  the  blinds  to  ensure  partial 
darkness,  she  thought  how  dreadful  it  would 
be  to  return  to  such  an  abode  if  there  was  no 
friend  like  Ogilvie  there  to  lean  upon  !  The 
prospect  of  seeing  him  made  her  heart  beat, 
and  she  feared  would  prevent  her  obtaining 
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the  rest  she  sought ;  but  the  fatigue  of  healthy- 
youth  provides  for  its  own  recuperation,  and 
sleep  stole  caressingly  over  her,  while  she 
still  feared  it  would  not  come.  Then  she 
knew  no  more  till  Agatha's  voice  roused  her, 
saying : 

"  If  you  please,  miss,  dinner  will  be  ready 
in  ten  minutes." 

"  What,  so  soon  !  "  cried  May,  startled. 
"  Oh,  I  shall  make  all  possible  haste."  She 
rose,  feeling  greatly  refreshed,  and  found  Miss 
Macallan  in  an  amiable  mood,  and  desirous 
of  some  information  respecting  the  French 
Protestant  Ministers.  What  were  their  views 
as  to  "  free  will "  and  "  predestination,"  and 
what  might  their  salaries  be?  On  these 
topics  they  managed  a  very  fair  amount  of 
conversation. 

In  the  afternoon  Miss  Macallan  went  to 
take  tea  with  the  Scotch  Minister's  wife,  the 
nearest  approach  to  an  intimate  friend  she 
possessed. 

May  unpacked  her  box  and  arranged  her 
belongings,  putting  on  a  pretty  gauzy  black 
dress,   of  which   Madame   had   made   her   a 
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present,  and  tied  up  her  rich  golden-brown 
hair  with  some  black  ribbon  in  the  latest 
Parisian  style.  As  seven  o'clock  approached 
she  grew  more  and  more  nervous.  Of  course, 
he  might  not  come  at  all,  but — she  felt  as  if 
she  could  not  bear  such  a  disappointment. 
So  she  would  hope  to  the  last ;  and  it  was 
not  quite  seven  yet. 

A  knock  at  her  door. 

"  Mr.  Ogilvie  is  in  the  drawing-room,  miss," 
said  Agatha. 

The  next  moment  her  hand  was  on  the 
lock  of  the  drawing-room  door.  She  paused 
to  collect  herself,  and  then  went  in. 

Ogilvie  was  standing  in  the  middle  of  the 
room,  and  she  was  immediately  struck  with 
the  worn  look  of  his  face,  the  light  in  his 
deep-set  eyes. 

He  came  forward  and  took  May's  hand, 
which  she  held  out  with  a  smile,  in  a  close, 
warm  grasp,  laying  his  other  hand  over  it ; 
she  tried  to  speak,  but  the  words  did  not 
come.  Ogilvie  was  silent,  while  he  gazed  at 
her  as  if  he  would  gather  some  knowledge, 
some  secret   which  he  did  not  care  to  ask. 
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May  trembled,  for  slie  felt  that  slie  was  in  tlie 
presence  of  emotion  sternly  repressed,  but 
none  the  less  strong. 

"  May ! "  exclaimed  Ogilvie,  still  keeping 
her  hand,  "  you  are  trembling !  What 
disturbs  you  ?  " 

"I  suppose  I  am  frightened  at  the 
tremendous  scolding  you  have  stored  up  for 
me." 

"  Do  you  really  think  I  could  speak  harshly 
to  you  ?  "  he  asked,  slowly  relaxing  his  hold. 
"  I  was  startled  at  your  independence  ;  but  I 
remembered  I  had  virtually  agreed  to  your 
visiting  Madame  Falk — and — I  have  missed 
you  more  even  than  I  expected,  my  sweet 
friend." 

"  It  is  very  good  of  you  to  say  so." 

"Do  not  speak  to  me  in  conventional 
phrases.  May.  You  know  it  is  an  infinite 
refreshment  to  me  to  come  and  talk  to  you, 
and  feel  the  balm  of  your  truthfulness."  He 
stopped,  drew  his  hand  over  his  brow,  then 
he  laughed,  and  said  in  his  more  ordinary 
tone,  "  The  fact  is  I  have  been  rather  over- 
done, and  I  have  but  a  short  time  to  stay. 
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I  wanted  to  see,  with  my  own  eyes,  that  you 
were  safe,  and  within  reach.  Tell  me,  have 
you  enjoyed  yourself?  " 

"  I  will  tell  you  everything,  but  do  sit 
down,  you  are  very  tired,"  and  she  drew 
forward  the  easiest  chair  for  him,  and  placed 
herself  near.  Yet  their  talk  did  not  flow 
very  freely.  They  did  not  seem  to  need 
many  words,  still  Ogilvie  soon  heard  all  that 
was  to  be  told  of  May's  holiday. 

"  You  are  looking  all  the  better  for  it,"  he 
said,  "  now  that  your  colour  has  come  back. 
You  were  so  white  when  you  came  in,  that  you 
frightened  me.  Now  as  to  j^our  wonderful 
story,  I  think  I  have  heard  it.  Madame 
Zavadoskoi  detailed  it  in  a  long  letter  I  had 
from  her  this  morning.  She  wrote  from  St. 
Eemo,  where  Mr.  Conroy  told  her  the  whole 
romance  of  young  Carr's  parentage.  Now, 
May,  I  must  go.  You  shall  hear  to-morrow, 
or  next  day,  when  I  can  steal  an  hour  or  two 
for  a  little  glimpse  of  heavenly  confidence. 
I  dare  not  stay  now.  Good-night,  May. 
Eemember,  you  are  never  to  run  away  from 
me  again." 


CHAPTEE  lY. 

,     DEEAMS. 

It  was  a  great  pleasure  to  May,  soon  after 
her  return,  to  receive  a  letter  from  Frances 
Conroy.  That  accomplished  young  lady,  as 
has  been  before  remarked,  was  not  a  constant 
or  frequent  correspondent,  but  she  never 
neglected  her  friend.  When  her  letters  did 
come,  they  were  immensely  long  and  rambled 
over  a  variety  of  subjects. 

The  present  one,  however,  was  more 
compact,  as  she  hoped  soon  to  see  May,  and 
tell  her  everything.  Mrs.  Conroy  was  feehng 
much  stronger  than  she  did  the  previous 
spring,  and  was  growing  anxious  to  be  settled 
at  Audeley  Chase,  which  was  so  charming  in 
the  height  of  summer.  They  expected  to  be 
in  London  for  a  short  time  in  about  ten  days, 
and  would  be  as  usual  at  Claridge's  Hotel. 
Frances  would  send  her  friend  a  card  from 
Paris,  naming  the  day  on  which  they  would 
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be  in  London.  Adding :  "  I  do  liope  you 
will  come  to  us  as  soon  as  you  can.  We 
hope  to  have  some  interesting  people  at  the 
Chase,  which  will  make  a  nice  change  for 
you.  From  what  Mr.  Ogilvie  tells  my  father, 
I  fear  your  life  must  be  dull,  though  Mr. 
Carr  says  you  were  looking  remarkably  well. 
We  are  quite  delighted  with  our  new  relation, 
and  I  have  been  trying  to  enlighten  him  on 
political  subjects.  He  is  terribly  narrow.  Is 
it  not  a  charmingly  romantic  incident  his 
discovery  of  a  mother  in  our  good  cousin 
Talk  ?  " 

The  same  post  brought  a  letter  from 
Madame  Falk  also — she  was  very  regular 
in  writing  once  a  week  to  her  young 
favourite.  In  this  she  asked  if  May  had  yet 
broached  the  question  of  her  adopting 
journalism  as  a  career  to  Ogilvie,  and  added 
that  she  was  going  to  make  an  expedition 
into  Switzerland  and  to  the  Italian  lakes  with 
her  son.  "He  is  wonderfully  good  to  me. 
So  thoughtful  for  my  comfort.  I  am 
ashamed  of  being  so  slow  in  growing  accus- 
tomed to  him,  but   I  am  beginning  to  feel 
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more  motherly,  and  remember  some  of  your 
scoldings  on  the  subject." 

The  fact  was  that  May  had  totally  for- 
gotten Madame  Falk's  suggestions  touching 
journalism.  She  did  not  see  Ogilvie  so  often 
as  she  used  before  she  went  to  Paris,  and 
when  they  met  he  did  most  of  the  talking — 
a  slight  sense  of  restraint  had  crept  over  her 
when  alone  with  him  since  their  meeting, 
when  she  had  perceived  the  strong  effort  it 
had  cost  to  suppress  some  expression  of 
feeling — of — she  knew  not  what ;  and  since, 
though  he  was  more  guarded,  there  was  a 
curious  wistfulness  in  his  eyes,  a  lingering 
tenderness  in  his  touch,  that,  strive  as  she 
would  against  it,  the  idea  returned  again  and 
again,  and  suggested  the  transmutation  of 
friendship  into  love. 

This  greatly  disturbed  and  even  distressed 
her.  In  her  mind,  such  a  change  presaged 
parting.  She  knew  Ogilvie  well,  and  felt 
how  deeply  rooted  his  ambition  was.  Life 
without  success — patent,  visible  success,  that 
would  range  him  in  the  front  rank  with  the 
leaders    of    the   day — would    not    be   worth 
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living.     Nothing  would   divert  him  from  this, 
and    she    could    perceive    that    if    he   ever 
committed  matrimony  it  would  be  with  some 
woman   whose    fortune   and    position   could 
further   his   schemes.     And    May,   to   whom 
his    companionship   was    the    source    of   her 
highest  pleasure,  would    have  far    preferred 
keeping  him  as  a  friend  to  losing  him  as  a 
lover,  for  lose  him  she  must  if  he  developed 
into  that  character.     These  reflections  came 
later.     She  firmly  hoped  at  this  time  that  he 
would  gradually  return  to  his  former  mood 
and   manner,  and   the  old   platonic  friendly 
relations  re-establish  themselves.     Why  might 
they  not    go  on    always  ?     What  a  charm  ? 
What  an  everlasting   freshness  they  gave  to 
existence !     That  there  was  a  dangerous  side 
to  such  a  liaison  never   crossed  May's  mind. 
She  had  seen  too  little  of  the  world  to  dream 
that  it  would  exist. 

"  I  have  had  delightful  letters  since  I  saw 
you,"  said  May  one  Sunday  morning  as  she 
strolled  with  Ogilvie  through  Kensington 
Gardens  instead  of  going  to  church.  "One 
from  Frances.  They  will  be  in  Town  next 
VOL.  III.  39 
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week — on  their  way  to  the  Chase.  She  is 
kind  enough  to  ask  me  to  stay  with  them 
there." 

"  Ah !  "  returned  Ogilvie,  watching  her  as 
he  spoke  through  his  half-closed  eyes.  "I 
suppose  you  want  my  intercession  with  Miss 
Macallan  again.  I  know  you  enjoy  the 
Chase." 

"  I  do  not  wish  to  go  there  now,"  said  May 
quietly,  with  a  far-away  look. 

"  Why  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  First,  it  is  too  soon  to  ask  for  leave  of 
absence  again ;  and  next,  I  should  much 
prefer  going  later,  when  they  are  alone.  I 
should  feel  out  of  place  among  all  these  fine 
grand  people." 

"  Why,  May,  you  are  not  '  posing '  as  a 
model  of  humility  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no !  I  don't !  I  am  not,  in  the  way 
you  mean  it ;  but  I  have  some  sense  of  the 
fitness  of  things." 

"  You  have  plenty  of  all  kinds  of  sense." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  May  laughing.  "  I  hope 
my  sense  may  be  of  some  use  to  myself." 

"  That  is  the  first  selfish  sentiment  I  have 
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ever  heard  you  utter.  I  daresay  this  party 
that  Frances  Conroy  has  been  organising  will 
be  rather  a  bore — it  is  too  early.  The  lively 
people  won't  leave  town.  The  learned  Con- 
tinental Muftis  will  come  fast  enough.  I  will 
tell  you  all  about  it.  I  promised  to  go, 
Conroy  appealed  to  me  (He  was  in  town  last 
week  on  his  way  to  the  Chase).  I  believe 
Madame  Zavadoskoi  is  one  of  the  invited. 
Have  you  heard  of  or  from  her  ?  " 

"  From  her  ?  "  repeated  May,  opening  her 
eyes  with  surprise.      "  You  do  not  suppose 
Madame  Zavadoskoi  remembers  my  existence ! 
I  am  out  of  her  sight.     Indeed  were  I  not  so 
insignificant,  I  should  say    she  did  not  like 
me.     It  seems  ridiculous  to  say  so,  but  I  have 
quick  instincts  as  to  those  who  dislike  me."  , 
"  And  as  to  those  who  love  you,  May  ?  '* 
"  Yes,  of  course — equally  quick." 
Ogilvie  sighed  a  short  deep  sigh. 
"  Then  you  are  not  likely  to  see  the  peerless 
Countess    as    she    passes    through  —  if    she 
comes." 

"  No,  certainly  not.     I  do  not  want  to  see 
her." 

39* 
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"Nor  I,"  said  Ogilvie  devoutly.  ''She 
■will  dazzle  them  all  at  the  Chase  though,  and 
store  up  a  mountain  of  unfriendly  obser- 
vations for  future  use ;  she  hates  the 
English." 

"  She  likes  Mr.  Carr  and  Miss  Barton." 

"  Carr,  ah,  yes.  He  was  an  exception,"  and 
Ogilvie  laughed  a  sneering  laugh. 

"  I  am  not  surprised  at  her  liking  Mr.  Carr, 
I  like  him,  too,  immensely,  since  I  saw  how 
good  and  loving  he  is  to  his  mother  ;  in  some 
w^ays  he  was  like  a  woman." 

"  The  last  comparison  I  should  have  ex- 
pected for  such  a  strapping  young  bushranger 
as  Carr." 

"He  is  going  to  take  Madame  Falk  to  the 
Italian  lakes,"  continued  May.  "  I  suppose  he 
wants  her  to  get  quite  well  and  strong  before 
they  undertake  the  voyage  to  Australia." 

"  Is  he  going  to  take  her  out  there  ?  " 

"  I  think  so." 

"  How  will  she  stand  a  colony  after  some 
thirty  years  of  Paris  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  but  she  could  hardly  refuse 
such  a  son  anvthinfr." 
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*'  You  think  him  irresistible  then  ?  " 

"  I  should  if  he  were  my  son." 

"Cleverly  parried,  May!  Come,  come 
away  round  by  the  trees  to  the  Long  Water, 
this  part  is  getting  crammed  with  'Arrys  and 
'Arriets.     Here  is  a  nice  shaded  seat." 

"  Then  Miss  Barton  would  be  left  to  solitary 
blessedness,  Carr  would  never  think  of  im- 
porting her  f  " 

"  I  do  not  know !  it  would  be  rather  cruel 
to  leave  her  behind,  and  your  mention  of  her 
reminds  me  that  I  wanted  to  tell  you  of  a 
proposition  Madame  Falk  made  to  me — jqvl 
know  I  assisted  her  a  little  when  I  was  in 
Paris,  with  her  newspaper  work — she  thought 
I  might  slip  into  her  place  and  probably  live 
with  Miss  Barton." 

Ogilvie  looked  at  her  kindly  and  then  with 
a  curling  lip  uttered  the  word  "  prepos- 
terous." 

"  Why '  preposterous '  ?  "  asked  May  gently. 

"  It  is  work  you  are  quite  unfit  for,  and 
deucedly  hard  work.  I  repeat,  it  is  prepos- 
terous." 

"  But,  Mr.  Ogilvie,  no  one  can  earn  their 
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bread  without  a  good  deal  of  hard  work.  I 
must  think  of  some  plan.  Miss  Macallan 
will  not  keep  me  always,  even  if  I  should  like 
to  stay,  and,  forgive  me  for  troubling  you,  I 
should  like  you  to  think  of  Madame  Falk's 
scheme  as  not  preposterous,  but  possible." 

"  It  is  rather  cruel  of  you  to  torment  me  in 
one  of  the  few  happy  hours  I  have  had  for  the 
last  six  weeks  !  You  cannot  dream  how  much 
1  enjoy  these  quiet  moments  with  you.  There 
is  something  wonderfully  restful  about  you. 
May.  I  cannot  bear  the  thought  of  your 
rushing  about  gathering  materials  for  articles 
and  letters  like  those  brazen  Press-women." 

"  It  is  not  exactly  an  ideal  career  for  a  girl, 
but  one  need  not  be  brazen  nor  disagreeable." 

"  And  think  of  the  raff  of  editors  you 
would  have  to  be  civil  to,"  said  Ogilvie  more 
to  himself  than  to  her. 

"  If  you  go  into  Parliament,  you  will  have 
to  be  quite  as  civil  to  raff  that  are  no  better," 
returned  May,  looking  up  to  him  with  a  smile. 

*'  Do  you  fancy  I  want  to  get  into  the 
House  of  Commons  ? "  he  asked  with  a 
searching  glance  into  her  eyes. 
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"  You  sometimes  have  spoken  as  if  it  were 
not  an  impossibility." 

"  Dreams — idle  dreams." 

"  And  Miss  Macallan  seems  to  anticipate  it 
also,  as  the  next  incident  in  your  career 
which  is  to  lead  to  the  Premiership." 

"  Ogilvie  laughed.  "  The  admirable 
Euphemia  is  occasionally  'taken  prophetic* 
Seriously,  May,  I  don't  think  a  journalist's  life 
would  do  for  you.  Don't  you  think  you 
might  leave  your  future  to  me  ?  It  occupies 
much  of  my  thoughts." 

"You  know  that  a  suggestion  of  yours 
would  rank  before  any  other  in  my  mind,  but 
can  anyone,  save  yourseK,  plan  out  your  life  ? 
It  is  hard  to  be  providence  to  another,  and  it 
seems  to  me  that  Madame  Falk's  idea  is  a 
good  one.  I  am  so  untrained  I  can  do  but 
little — and,  in  some  respects,  I  like  the  work. 
If  I  think  of  attempting  it,  I  should  begin 
soon — as  soon  as  she  returns." 

"  What,  and  would  you  leave  the  Granby 
Road  paradise,  the  dear  Euphemia — and  me. 
May  ?  " 

"  That  would  be  worst  of  all,"  exclaimed 
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May  impulsively, "  I  should  feel  dreadfully  lost 
without  you  now,  but  what  must  be — must  be." 

"  You  are  more  ready  to  yield  to  destiny 
than  I  am,"  returned  Ogilvie,  then  suddenly 
laying  his  hand  on  hers  with  a  close,  almost 
painful  pressure — "  Do  you  imagine  I  shall 
ever  let  you  go  ?  " 

For  a  moment  his  real  self  spoke  out 
through  the  iron  mask  he  wore,  and  an  extra- 
ordinary thrill  quivered  electrically  along  her 
veins,  as  May  recognised  the  strong  hold  he 
had  upon  her.  She  grew  pale  and  cold,  but 
her  fear  of  losing  the  shadowy  barrier  which 
their  avowed  friendship  had  erected  between 
them  and  she  knew  not  what  lent  her  strength 
to  murmur : 

"•  We  cannot  fight  with  fate." 

There  was  a  brief  pause. 

Then  Ogilvie  said  in  his  usual  tone  : 

"  How  long  do  you  intend  to  wear  black. 
May?" 

"  Oh,  for  some  time  longer ;  you  know,  it 
is  not  yet  a  year  since "  she  stopped. 

"  Since  your  poor  father,  on  his  death-bed, 
confided  you  to  my  care." 
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May  bowed  her  head. 

"  Well,  I  think  I  have  fulfilled  the  duty  I 
undertook  ?  " 

"  Oh,  amply,"  returned  May,  tears  glitter- 
ing in  her  soft,  sweet,  eyes." 

"  Then  trust  me  a  little  longer.  By  the 
time  Madame  Talk  has  returned  from  her 
Italian  tour,  I  shall  be  able  to  offer  you  an 
alternative  to  journalism — meantime  if  you 
mention  the  subject  to  Madame  Talk,  say 
that  I  do  not  like  it,  but  in  deference  to  her  I 
am  considering  the  question." 

"  Very  well,"  returned  May,  "  I  shall  do  so. 
And  pray,  Mr.  Ogilvie,  remember,  I  will 
never  consent  to  live  on  charity." 

"  Very  well.  May,  I  must  also  remember 
something  much  more  formidable — that  I 
am  engaged  to  an  infernal  luncheon  at 
Lady  Carthew's  and  must  take  you  back 
to  your  cage,  you  sweet  bird !  By  the 
way,  I  hope  you  are  not  neglecting  your 
singing?  Next  time  I  come  you  must  sing 
to  me." 

"  No,  I  practise  every  day.  Do  not  mind 
coming    all    the    way   back    with    me,   Mr. 
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Ogilvie  ;  we  can  part  outside  the  gar- 
dens  " 

"  Do  you  think  I  am  going  to  lose  a 
moment  I  can  help  ?  " 

May  did  not  answer. 

"  I  cannot  say  when  I  shall  inflict  myself 
on  you  again,  but  I  will  write  and  let  you 
know.  I  am  trying  to  carry  out  a  rather 
complicated  scheme.  It  takes  time,  and — 
but  if  successful — well,  then  I  shall  tell  you 
all  about  it.  I  fear  it  will  be  some  little  time 
before  I  can  see  you  again ;  however,  should 
you  want  me  you  know  where  to  find  me." 

"  Thank  you,"  replied  May,  and  they  walked 
on  for  some  minutes  in  silence.  Then  Ogilvie 
began  to  speak  of  some  books  which  had 
struck  him  lately,  and  promised  to  send  one 
or  two  to  her,  and  the  topic  lasted  till  they 
reached  Miss  Macallan's  house. 

"  It  must  be  good-bye  now,"  he  said,  "  and, 
May — something  has  disturbed  or  distressed 
you  !  Your  eyes  tell  a  great  deal,  there  is  a 
look  of  pain  in  them." 

"  They  are  false  eyes  then ! "  she  exclaimed, 
"  There   is   nothing   to   annoy.       I   may   be 
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anxious  you  should  come  round  to  Madame 
Talk's  views,  that  is  all." 

"  Ah  !  false  lips.  There  is  more  than  that 
in  your  heart.  Do  you  know  you  have 
never  once  asked  me  to  come  and  see  you 
sooner  than  I  propose,  never  hinted  that  I 
stayed  away  too  long  ?  Do  you  not  care 
whether  I  come  or  not  ?  " 

"  I  should  consider  I  was  taking  a  liberty, 
if  I  asked  you  to  do  differently  from  what 
suits  yourself,"  returned  May,  steadying  her 
voice  with  some  difficulty.  "  It  is  good  of 
you  to  take  the  trouble  of  coming,  but  if  you 
never  return  I  have  no  right  to  complain — 
only — I  hope  you  will  not  stay  away."  There 
was  a  slight  tremor  in  her  tones. 

"  I  could  not  if  I  would,"  returned  Ogilvie, 
almost  in  a  whisper.  Then  the  door  was 
opened,  and  with  a  lingering  hand-shake  he 
left  her. 

The  rest  of  the  day  passed  like  a  dream. 
Ogilvie's  words,  and  beyond  them  his  voice, 
his  looks,  haunted  May.  This  was  no  friend- 
ship— could  it  be  possible  that  sympathy  and 
compassion  together  had  woke  love  for  her  in 
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the  heart  he  marked  so  carefully  from  the 
world  ?  She  was  more  than  half  frightened 
at  the  idea.  She  would  almost  rather  go 
back  to  the  sweet  calm  friendliness  of  their 
earlier  intimacy.  The  strange  faintness  that 
stole  over  her  spirit  at  the  idea  of  such  a 
result  sent  an  almost  painful  thrill  through 
every  vein  —  a  curious  chill  that  made  her 
tremble,  as  if  death  had  touched  her  with  its 
icy  finger.  Nor  in  the  glimpse  of  so  extra- 
ordinary a  metamorphosis  did  any  joyous 
element  mingle.  With  a  strong  effort  she 
roused  herself,  and  ashamed  of  the  over- 
powering hold  which  Ogilvie  had  gained 
upon  her,  she  determined  to  fight  against  it 
with  all  the  force  of  her  will. 

***** 

Frances  Conroy's  promised  card  reached 
May  somewhat  sooner  than  she  expected. 

"  We  shall  arrive  to-morrow  night,"  it  said. 
"  Do  come  and  spend  the  following  day  with 
us.  I  have  quantities  of  things  to  do,  and 
you  can  be  a  great  help.     My  mother's  love." 

May  was  genuinely  glad  to  meet  her  friends 
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once  more ;  she  had  managed  by  being  very 
busy  in  various  directions  to  keep  her  mind 
from  dwelling  too  exclusively  on  Ogilvie,  and 
she  had  returned  to  something  of  her  ordinary 
steadiness  of  mind.  Now  this  interview  with 
Frances  would  be  a  delightful  diversion  to  her 
thoughts.  She  therefore  started  soon  after 
breakfast  for  her  rendezvous  in  good  spirits, 
anticipating  a  pleasant  day. 

It  was  gratifying  to  be  warmly  welcomed 
by  Mrs.  Conroy,  who  had  already  breakfasted, 
and  was  writing  in  a  room  littered  with  books, 
newspapers,  travelling-bags,  writing-cases, 
and  all  the  impedimenta  which  travellers, 
pausing  for  a  brief  rest  on  their  wa}^,  manage 
to  scatter  about,  also  bowls  and  vases  of 
exquisite  flowers. 

"  Well,  dear  child,"  said  Mrs.  Conroy,  when 
the  first  greetings  had  been  exchanged,  "  tell 
me  all  about  yourself.  Frances  is  late,  she 
was  very  tired  last  night,  and  I  am  glad  to 
have  a  word  with  you  before  she  comes,  for, 
of  course,  she  will  absorb  you.  How  have 
you  found  life  with  your  rather  formidable- 
looking  employer  ?  " 
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Whereupon  May  gave  tlie  pleasantest 
picture  she  could  of  her  existence  in  Granby 
Eoad,  and  then  warmly  congratulated  Mrs. 
Conroy  on  her  improved  appearance. 

"  Yes,"  she  returned,  "  I  feel  better  than  I 
have  done  for  years.  I  even  venture  to  hope 
I  may  pass  next  winter  in  England.  I  feel 
absolutely  vigorous,  and  intend  walking  a 
good  deal  in  the  country.  If  it  were  only  for 
the  pleasure  this  gives  Mr.  Conroy  I  should 
rejoice.  He,  too,  is  looking  very  well.  He 
brought  up  all  these  flowers  from  the  dear 
Chase  with  him  yesterday." 

Here  the  entrance  of  Frances  interrupted 
the  conversation. 

She  looked  younger  and  more  doll-like  than 
ever.  But  an  extremely  elegant  little  doll, 
dressed  in  the  most  perfect  of  travelling  cos- 
tumes, her  fluffy  golden  hair  most  becomingly 
arranged,  and,  to  May's  mind,  better  than  all, 
a  real  sparkle  of  pleasure  in  her  light  blue 
eyes  at  the  sight  of  her  favourite  companion. 

"  How  nice  of  you  to  come  so  early,"  she 
cried,  kissing  her  with  unusual  warmth. 
"  What  a  nice  long  day  we  shall  have,  our 
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shopping  will  be  quite  interesting.  No 
clothes,  thank  goodness  !  Books,  music, 
drawing  things,  some  prints,  I  have  quite  a 
long  list ;  I  hope  you  will  come  to  the  Chase, 
dear  May.  Fancy !  I  have  persuaded  dear 
old  Professor  Holzkopf  to  come  to  us.  He 
has  never,  I  believe,  even  seen  the  sea  !  He 
is  the  greatest  authority  on  anthropology  in 
Germany,  and  we  hope  to  have  an  exhaustive 
examination  of  those  mounds  on  the  north  of 
the  Chase.  I  am  certain  they  are  ancient 
British  tumuli.  Then  Dr.  Cloudesley,  the 
professor  of  psychological  Buddhism,  has 
promised  to  come,  and  Sir  John  Earle,  Colonel 
Haywood,  Mrs.  Merrick,  Madame  Zavadoskoi, 
Count  Blowmintoff,  and  some  others.  It 
will  be  all  very  amusing,  and  not  mere  waste 
of  time  either  ;  you  must  really  come.  May." 

But  May  firmly  declined,  and  after  a  little 
argument,  it  was  agreed  that  her  visit  should 
be  made  late. 

"  Then  we  hope  dear  Madame  Falk  and  her 
son  will  come  to  us.  My  dear  May,  what  an 
extraordinary  story  that  is,"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Conroy. 
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"  It  is  perfectly  enchanting,"  said  Frances, 
"  and  do  you  know  Mr.  Carr  is  so  immensely 
improved — he  responded  so  intelligently  to  all 
my  efforts  to  open  his  mind  to  the  Liberal 
side  of  politics.  Of  course  I  repressed  as 
much  as  possible  his  tendency  to  be  too  affec- 
tionate a  cousin,"  concluded  Frances  in  a  high- 
principled  tone. 

"  He  is  really  a  good  fellow,"  added  Mrs. 
Conroy.  "I  am  so  delighted  that  Madame 
Falk  has  such  a  prospect  of  happiness.  Mr. 
Conroy  always  had  a  great  liking  for  Bernard 
Carr  ;  of  course,  he  keeps  the  name  he  adopted 
when  old  Mr.  Carr  left  him  his  property, 
Madame  Falk  approves  too.  They  were  to 
start  yesterday  for  Switzerland." 

"  I  hope  we  shall  persuade  him  to  give  up 
the  idea  of  returning  to  Australia,"  added 
Frances,  as  if  she  had  charged  herself  with 
the  disposal  of  his  life.  "  Now,  May,  we  had 
better  be  going." 

A  long  and  rather  fatiguing  day  followed, 
as  they  hunted  from  shop  to  shop,  and 
spent  an  amount  of  money  that  frightened 
Mav. 
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"You  will  dine  with  us,  of  course,"  said 
Frances.  "  My  father  would  like  to  see  you, 
and  we  shall  be  alone." 

"  I  shall  be  delighted,"  said  May,  who  had 
made  a  provisional  arrangement  with  Miss 
Macallan. 

"  Mr.  Ogilvie  dined  with  us  yesterday,"  said 
Frances.  "  He  and  my  father  seem  to  have 
became  quite  allies.  I  must  say  I  think  he  is 
improved.  He  deigns  to  hear  what  one  has 
to  say,  and  seemed  rather  struck  with  some 
of  my  racial  theories.  We  are  going  with  him 
to  the  opera  to-morrow  night,  so  I  am  glad  you 
can  stay  to  dinner  to-day.  My  mother  is  in 
such  a  hurry  to  get  home,  I  fear  we  must  leave 
on  Saturday.  By-the-by,  my  father  met  Lord 
Shelburne  at  dinner  a  few  days  ago  and  he  was 
speaking  of  Mr.  Ogilvie.  He  seems  to  have 
a  very  high  opinion  of  him.  I  forget  exactly 
what  he  said,  but  it  was  to  the  effect  that  he 
had  the  gifts  or  capacity  of  a  statesman,  and 
that  he  was  rather  thrown  away  in  the  position 
he  had  held." 

"  No  doubt,"  said  May,  who  was  not  inclined 
to  be  fluent  on  the  subject. 

VOL.  III.  40 
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"Have  you  seen  him?"  was  the  next 
question. 

"  No,  not  very  lately." 

"  But  I  suppose  you  see  him  sometimes  at 
Miss  Macallan's,"  persisted  Frances. 

"  Oh !  yes — he  used  to  come  oftener — in  the 
winter." 

"  Ah  !  of  course,  there  is  so  much  going  on 
now.  Well,  May,  dear,  I  am  so  glad  we 
were  the  means  of  introducing  you  to  so 
useful  a  friend.  I  was  speaking  of  you  to  him 
last  night,  and,  I  assure  you,  I  told  him  I  con- 
sidered his  goodness  to  you  a  personal  obli- 
gation to  myself." 

"  Thank  you,  Frances ! "  returned  May,  with 
a  curious  feeling  of  humiliation  dashed  with 
annoyance. 

How  little  Frances  could  imagine  the  terms 
she  was  on  with  the  probably  future  states- 
man. May  never  thought  she  could  feel  so 
ill  at  ease  with  her  young  friend  and  patroness. 
But  in  spite  of  this  cat's-paw  of  discomfort  the 
dinner  was  very  agreeable.  May  had  never 
seen  Mr.  Conroy  so  bright  and  cordial,  nor 
his  wife  so  serenely  content.     Frances,  too, 
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was  unusually  human,  she  seemed  to  lose 
sight,  for  once,  of  her  counsels  of  perfection. 
Finally  Mr.  Conroy  ordered  a  cab,  and  dis- 
patched his  valet  on  the  box  to  see  their 
"  favoured  guest  "  safely  home. 

"  And  who  is  the  gentleman  that  came  back 
with  you  ?  "  asked  Miss  Macallan,  who,  to  use 
her  own  expression,  had  been  "speering" 
through  the  Venetian  blinds. 

"  The  gentleman  ? — oh,  that  was  Mr.  Con- 
roy's  valet.  Mr.  Conroy  insisted  on  sending 
him,  though  I  told  him  I  was  accustomed  to 
take  care  of  myself,  and  would  have  to  do 
so  always." 

"  Hum !  "  murmured  Euphemia,  in  a 
dissentient  tone,  while  she  thought :  "  Those 
Conroys  know  something  too  :  I'll  go  bail 
there's  a  good  fortune  coming  to  her  from 
somewhere."  Aloud  :  "  I  must  say  you  are  a 
lucky  girlie  for  finding  friends.  Now,  there's 
no  use  sitting  up  burning  gas,  we'll  just  go 
to  our  beds," — a  proposition  readily  accepted 
by  May. 

For  three  or  four  longer  days  she  neither 
saw  nor  heard  from  Ogilvie.     She  had  never 
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before  been  so  long  without  some  communi- 
cation from  him  since  she  had  been  under 
Miss  Macallan's  roof,  and  she  grew  nervously 
anxious  for  some  tidings. 

At  length,  one  evening  late — it  was  more 
than  nine  o'clock — she  had  been  busy  over 
some  needlework  in  her  own  room,  when 
Jessie  tapped  at  her  door. 

"  Mr.  Ogilvie  is  waiting  you  in  the  drawing- 
room,"  said  that  grim  functionary. 

"  Indeed  !  I  will  come  directly,"  cried 
May,  resisting  a  desperate  longing  to  stay  and 
put  her  hair  in  better  order,  her  dress  in 
trimmer  array,  and  ashamed  of  the  wild 
beating  of  her  heart ;  it  was  an  effort  of 
courage  to  go  down  and  face  her  guardian. 

Ogilvie  seemed  to  be  walking  up  and  down 
the  room. 

"  I  have  been  greatly  pressed  for  time,"  he 
began,  without  further  greeting,  as  he  took 
her  hand  and  drew  her  near  the  gasalier,  in 
which  Jessie  had  only  lit  two  burners,  while 
he  seemed  to  study  her  face  with  eager  eyes. 
"To-night  I  had  some  business  with  Miss 
Macallan,  and  have  just  time  to  say  a  word 
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to  you —  a  temporary  good-bye,  May.  I  go 
to  Audeley  Chase  to-morrow,  on  my  return  I 
shall  have  much  to  tell  you  of  my  future 
plans,  of  which  I  think  you  will  agree  with  me 
are  the  best  I  can  devise.  I  shall  be  absent — 
not  long,  and  unless  there  is  a  necessity  we 
need  not  write." 

"  Then  give  my  love  to " 

"No — I  will  give  no  messages.  You  are 
well.  May — you  are  content  ? — there  is  some- 
thing sad  about  your  lips,  my  dear- — ward ! 
Have  you  anything  to  tell  me  before  I  go  ?  " 

"  Nothing  whatever,"  said  May,  startled  by 
the  suppressed  vehemence  of  his  manner  into 
forgetfulness  of  her  own  nervousness.  "Is 
there  anything  disturbing  you  ?  You  do  not 
seem  quite  like  yourself." 

"  Do  I  not  ?  "  he  exclaimed,  with  a  slight 
start,  and  releasing  her  hand.  "  Then  I  am  a 
weaker  fool  than  I  thought."  He  walked 
towards  the  door  and  back.  "  Tell  me,  my 
sweet  ward,"  and  he  drew  near,  "  would  you 
sacrifice  something  to  help  me  through — a 
difficulty?" 

"  Can  you  doubt  it  ?  "  she  exclaimed  with  a 
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bright  glance  and  smile.     "If  I  could  ever 

help   you "     She  stopped,   with  a  slight 

break  in  her  voice. 

"  I  am  sure  I  could  count  on  you,  May," — 
he  was  rapidly  recovering  his  usual  tone  and 
manner.  "  I  will  put  you  to  the  test,  though 
the  proof  will  be  but  slight.  Good-night, 
good-bye !  "  Again  he  took  her  hand,  and 
drew  her  towards  him,  then  kissing  it  twice — 
the  first  approach  to  a  caress  he  had  ever 
attempted — repeated  "  Good-night,"  turned, 
and  left  the  room  abruptly. 


CHAPTER  y. 

"  NEWS    FROM   THE    CHASE." 

The  "  Grand  Prix  "  had  been  run,  and  the 
flower  month  of  June  fully  established,  when 
a  few  lines  from  Ogilvie  reached  May,  some- 
what to  her  surprise.  Usually  he  adhered 
closely  to  whatever  programme  he  laid  down 
— whether  to  write  or  not  to  write. 

He  asked  her  to  send  a  report  of  herself  to 
his  London  address,  as  he  might  run  up  to 
Town  for  twenty-four  hours,  but  would  not 
have  tim.e  to  go  so  far  as  Granby  Eoad.  "  I 
want  to  know  how  you  are  and  what  you  are 
doing,"  he  continued.  "  Did  you  happen  to 
see  Madame  Zavadosko'i  as  she  passed  through 
Town  ?  She  is  in  great  force  and  charming 
everyone.  The  party  is  somewhat  incon- 
gruous. I  shall  have  much  to  tell  you  about 
it  when  we  meet.  I  am  staying  longer  than 
I  expected — which  I  will  explain.  Be  sure 
to  write." 
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This  was  waiting  her  at  breakfast  one 
lovely  morning  when  the  bright  sunshine  and 
balmy  air  made  May  long  for  a  ramble  in 
"  leafy  ways  "  and  in  pleasant  company.  The 
sight  of  Miss  Macallan's  grim,  wintry  face 
and  steel-spring  curls  seemed  terribly  incon- 
gruous on  such  a  morning,  and  yet  there  was 
a  look  of  grim  satisfaction  on  her  cast- 
iron  visage.  She,  too,  had  a  letter  from 
Ogilvie,  which  she  perused  slowly;  and  as 
she  turned  the  page  something  fell  out  of 
it  on  the  carpet.  May  finished  reading 
her  epistle  considerably  before  Euphemia 
got  to  the  end  of  hers.  As  soon  as  she  had, 
she  took  up  the  envelope  and  peered  into  it 
eagerly. 

"  Where,"  she  began,  "  where " 

"  Something  dropped  when  you  were  read- 
ing your  letter,"  said  May,  stooping  to  pick 
it  up. 

In  fluttering  to  the  floor  the  folded  slip  of 
paper  had  opened,  and  she  could  not  help 
seeing  it  was  a  cheque  for  twenty  pounds, 
signed  by  Ogilvie. 

"Oh,   don't   trouble!      Thank   you!"  ex- 
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claimed  Miss  Macallan,  almost  snatching  it 
from  her,  and  thrusting  it  and  the  letter  into 
their  envelope,  and  that  into  her  pocket. 

She  looked  a  little  confused,  too — somewhat 
to  May's  surprise  —  as  her  composure  was 
generally  of  the  most  immovable  description ; 
but  she  diverted  her  young  companion's 
thoughts  by  asking :  "  Have  you  a  letter  from 
Mr.  Ogilvie  ?  " 

"  Yes.  He  thinks  of  prolonging  his  stay 
at  the  Chase.  They  seem  to  have  a  pleasant 
party,  chiefly  foreigners." 

"  Eh !  But  they  mast  throw  away  an 
awful  heap  of  money,  and  on  a  lot  of  hungry 
foreigners." 

"  A  great  many  foreigners  are  very  rich," 
returned  May,  with  a  smile.  *'  I  imagine 
English  people  have  very  little  idea  of  the 
luxury  and  elegance  of  wealthy  French 
families.  I  have  not  seen  anything  of  it 
myself,  for  none  of  my  friends  were  rich ; 
but  I  have  heard  of  it." 

"  They  are  a  set  of  feckless,  extravagant 
loons,  I  daresay." 

"No,   indeed.  Miss   Macallan.     There   are 
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not  more  provident  people  than  the  French 
in  the  world." 

"  Oh,  ay !  They  have  no  fault  in  your 
eyes." 

"Indeed,  I  am  not  so  prejudiced." 

"  A'  well,  I  cannot  stay  havering,  I  must 
go,  as  I  have  to  go  to  the  bank.  I  may  as 
well  draw  you  your  quarter's  salary." 

"  But  it  is  not  due  yet,  not  for  more  than  a 
fortnight,"  exclaimed  May,  quite  startled  by 
this  unexpected  readiness. 

"No  matter.  I  daresay  you  won't  object 
to  take  it.  And  it  will  be  off  my  mind.  If 
you  must  know,  May,  your  guardian  insisted 
on  your  salary  beginning  from  the  day  you 
accepted  my  offer,  so  by  his  reckoning  it  is 
due.  My  word,  but  Piers  Ogilvie  knows 
how  to  make  a  bargain  for  himself  or  any 
one  he  takes  up.  Mind  you  write  out  a 
receipt  for  me,  and  put  a  penny  stamp 
on  it." 

"  Certainly,   Miss   Macallan ;    and    I    shall 
date  it  on  the  day  I  really  consider  it  due." 

"You   are   an   honest    lassie,   but    maybe 
Mr.  Ogilvie  will  be  not  well  pleased." 
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"  Why  need  he  know  ?  "  asked  May,  open- 
ing her  eyes. 

"  Ay  !  You  are  right,  you  are  right,"  and 
with  a  relaxed  brow  Miss  Macallan  left  the 
room  to  hold  high  council  with  Jessie  before 
going  out. 

May,  cheered  by  this  proof  that  she  was 
not  forgotten,  went  to  her  room  to  pen  a  long 
reply  to  Madame  Falk,  who  had  written  to 
her  from  Chamouni,  in  a  very  happy  frame  of 
mind,  and  evidently  enjoying  the  new  life 
which  was  opening  for  her.  "  I  may  see  you 
in  a  couple  of  months,"  was  the  concluding 
paragraph  of  her  letter,  "  as  my  dear  son  is 
anxious  that  I  should  accept  Mrs.  Conroy's 
invitation,  and  now  I  feel  I  have  the  courage 
to  revisit  the  Chase.  If  so,  will  you  not 
return  with  us,  dear  May  ?  I  shall,  at  all 
events,  inspect  Miss  Macallan,  and  form  my 
own  opinion  upon  her." 

"  I  almost  wish  I  could  go  back  with  her," 
thought  May,  as  she  read  over  this  friendly 
epistle.  "But  I  can  decide  nothing  yet." 
Then  she  mused  on  the  uncertainty  of  her 
position,  the  close  yet  elastic  tie  which  bound 


1C8  FOUND  WANTING. 

her  to  Ogilvie,  the  overpowering  influence 
he  had  gained  over  her.  Yet  these  reflections 
did  not  make  her  feel  uneasy.  Ogilvie  was 
too  wise,  too  experienced,  too  infinitely  trust- 
worthy, not  to  guide  her  future  safely  and 
well,  only  there  was  just  a  tinge  of  mystery 
in  the  occult  link  which  bound  them  to  each 
other  that  partly  charmed  and  partly  alarmed 
her. 

Fixing  her  whole  attention  on  her  letter, 
she  succeeded  in  banishing  her  guardian  from 
her  mind  at  least  for  some  time. 

Miss  Macallan  despised  people  who  needed 
change  of  air.  It  was  just  a  "ploy  "  for  the 
idle  and  extravagant,  persons  of  common 
sense  stayed  at  home  and  made  a  little  brim- 
stone and  treacle  or  liquorice  water  do  duty 
for  sea  water  or  mountain  air.  A  note  from 
the  minister's  wife,  however,  gave  her  food 
for  reflection  on  this  subject.  A  relative  of 
hers,  a  rich  Glasgow  manufacturer,  wished  to 
bring  a  delicate  boy  of  his  to  Town,  that  the 
child  might  undergo  an  operation  under  the 
knife  of  a  renowned  surgeon.  He,  therefore, 
required  a  roomy,  quiet  house  in  a  very  quiet 
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neighbourhood.  Would  Miss  Macallan  be 
inclined  to  let  hers  for  a  few  weeks  at  a  good 
rent  ? 

To  ponder  this  tempting  question  in  silence 
and  alone,  so  as  to  give  the  prompt  reply 
requested,  Miss  Macallan  despatched  May  to 
do  the  usual  morning's  shopping  and  general 
business,  while  she  jotted  figures  on  the  back 
of  Mrs.  Minister's  note,  and  went  through  the 
balancing  of  pros  and  cons,  which  constitutes 
"  making  up  one's  mind."  She  had  just  come 
to  a  definite  conclusion,  and  even  fixed  the 
lowest  price  she  would  take  (it  was  anything 
but  low),  when  a  brougham  drove  up  to  the 
door,  from  which  stepped  a  lady,  a  remark- 
ably elegant  lady,  clothed  in  a  costume  of 
grey  tweed  and  a  toque  of  grey  straw,  the 
only  touch  of  colour  being  a  deep  red  wing, 
a  grey  gauze  veil  was  drawn  to  one  side,  and 
loosely  thrown  round  her  neck. 

"  Whoever  can  that  be  ? "  asked  Miss 
Macallan  of  herself. 

In  a  few  seconds  Jessie  came  in. 

"  There's  a  leddy  wants  Miss  Eiddell, 
mem." 
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"  WeU,  she's  out." 

"  Sae  I  told  her,  mem ;  then  she  says, 
'  Can  I  speak  with  Miss  Macallan  ? '  says 
she." 

"  Show  her  in  then,  I  haven't  many 
minutes  to  spare,"  returned  Miss  Macallan 
impatiently. 

"  Vera  well,  mem." 

The  next  minute  the  lady  entered,  a  small, 
sHght  figure,  extremely  graceful  and  very 
distinguished. 

"You  will  forgive  my  intrusion,"  said  a 
sweet,  refined  voice,  "  but  I  have  no  other 
chance  of  seeing,  or  hearing  of.  Miss  Eiddell, 
for  I  go  to  Paris  this  evening,  and  I  must 
bring  some  account  of  the  young  lady  to  her 
friends,  Madame  Falk  and  Miss  Barton,  so 
pray  excuse  me.  Miss  Macallan.  I  have  so 
often  heard  them  speak  of  you." 

"Take  a  seat.  Madam.  I  don't  know 
exactly  who  I  am  speaking  to." 

"  Countess  Zavadoskoi,"  laying  her  card  on 
the  table.  "  I  am  an  old  friend  of  your 
nephew,  Mr.  Ogilvie." 

"  Oh,  indeed,  I'm  sure  I'm  pleased  to  see 
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you.     "  It's  with  him  you'll  have  likely  met 
May  Eiddell." 

"  Exactly,"  said  Madame  Zavadoskoi,  taking 
a  chair. 

"Well,  she  is  not  in  at  present,  but  she 
will  not  be  long,  if  you'll  not  mind  waiting  a 
bit?" 

*' Thank  you,  I  should  like  to  do  so. 
Madame  Talk  tells  me  Mr.  Ogilvie  is  wonder- 
fully kind  to  his  adopted  ward,  and  comes  to 
see  her  often." 

"  Ay !  He  does  that !  "  returned  Miss  Mac- 
allan, torn  between  her  desire  to  go  and 
discuss  the  house-letting  matter  with  the 
minister's  wife,  and  her  eagerness  to  avail 
herself  of  the  delightful  opportunity  of 
finding  out  some  particulars  concerning  May 
and  her  supposed  fortune  from  this  fascinating 
person.  "Then  you  see  he  was  a  great 
friend  of  her  father's  for  years  and  years  I 
believe." 

"  Ah !  not  for  so  many  years  as  he  has 
known  me.  My  eldest  boy  was  a  mere  lad 
of  seventeen  when  we  made  Mr.  Ogilvie's 
acquaintance,  and  now  he  is  a  married  man." 
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"  Eh,  and  you  have  a  son  married !  "  cried 
Miss  Macallan  greatly  surprised.  "  I  should 
not  have  thought  it !  Well,  anyhow,  he  has 
been  uncommon  good,  and  I  may  say 
generous  to  Miss  Eiddell.  There  are  few 
guardians  like  him." 

"  Guardian  ?  Did  Mr.  Eiddell  appoint  him 
her  guardian  ?  " 

"Yes — that  is,  I  believe  so.  She  always 
speaks  of  him  as  her  guardian ;  and  though 
I  do  not  ask  questions  (I  never  pry  into 
what  does  not  concern  me),  I  suppose  it 
isn't  easy  to  get  at  her  money  just  now. 
That  is  the  reason  he  placed  her  with  me  !  " 

"  Probably.  But  I  understood  that,  as  you 
required  a  companion  and  amanuensis,  yon 
naturally  took  your  nephew's  protegee  1 " 

"  Me  ?  Ay — yes,  of  course,  I  wanted  a 
companion,  and  she  is  a  douce,  ^^leasant,  well- 
behaved  girlie !  " 

"  A  very  interesting  young  person  indeed. 
But,  are  you  under  the  impression  that  she 
has  money — or  an  inheritance  ?  " 

"  Well,  yes ;  you  see  it's  all  very  well  to 
be    kind     and    generous,    but   people   don't 
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throw  away  money  without  some  hope  of 
return." 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Madame  Zavadoskoi, 
with  an  infantile  laugh,  "  unless  they  are 
imbeciles,  and  our  dear  Ogilvie  is  not  one  of 
that  class.  But  is  Mr.  Ogilvie  lavish  of  his 
money  on  his  sweet  ward  ?  " 

"  I'll  no  say  that,  but  he  is  very  anxious 
she  should  be  comfortable  and  at  home  with 
me,  and  so  she  is.  By-and-bye,  if  all  turns 
out  as  we  wish,  they  will  not  forget  that  I 
was  friendly  and  helpful." 

"  It  would  be  a  shame  if  they  did,"  cried 
Madame  Zavadoskoi.  "  I  suppose  then,  while 
they  are  waiting  for  this  fortune  to  come 
in,  Mr.  Ogilvie  is  at  the  cost  of  his  ward's 
maintenance  ?  In  fact,  he  said  as  much  to 
me  !     We  are  very  confidential,  you  see." 

"  Ah,  well,  he  is  at  liberty  to  say  what  he 
likes,  but  I  cannot  say  I  am  ;  anyhow,  I  trust 
he  will  be  rewarded  for  his  goodness  to  the 
fatherless " 

"  I  have  no  doubt  he  wull  be,"  returned 
Madame  Zavadoskoi,  with  a  peculiar  gleam 
in   her  eyes.      "  Stupid   old    thing !     She   is 
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exceedingly  tough,"  she  said  to  herself,  "I 
ought  to  have  got  at  everything  by  this 
time."  "I  am  sure,  Miss  Macallan,"  she 
added  aloud,  "  it  is  exceedingly  good  of  you 
to  give  a  home  to  your  nephew's  protegee! 
Both  ought  to  be  deeply  indebted  to  you,  for 
giving  Miss  Eiddell  an  asylum  in  her  time  of 
trouble." 

"Oh!  I'm  not  saying  that  she  isn't  an 
industrious,  useful  young  creature,  and  I  shall 
never  regret  taking  her  as  my  companion ; 
she  darns  napery  just  right  well." 

"  Still,  my  dear  Miss  Macallan,  it  will  be 
years  before  you  need  the  assistance  of  a 
'  companion '  as  it  is  generally  understood," 
said  Madame  Zavadoskoi  laughing. 

"  That's  neither  here  nor  there,"  returned 
Miss  Macallan,  with  a  stolid  expression  of 
face,  "  and  now  I  hope  you'll  excuse  me  if  I 
leave  you.  I  have  to  go  out  on  business. 
Miss  Eiddell  must  be  in  in  a  few  minutes,  if 
you  wait.  I'm  sure  she  would  be  sorry  to 
miss  you." 

"You  are  very  good.  I  should  be  very 
sorry  to  miss  her,  besides,  I  have  a  message 
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from  our  mutual  friend,  Miss  Conroy,  for 
her.  And  at  all  events,  I  am  very  glad  to 
have  made  the  acquaintance  of  my  friend 
Ogilvie's  aunt." 

"You  are  no  correct ;  he  is  just  my  second 
cousin  once  removed." 

"  Ah,  well,  at  any  rate,  his  kinswoman. 
Good-morning,  Miss  Macallan." 

"  Good-morning,  madam — I  don't  feel  quite 
equal  to  say  your  name." 

"  That  is  a  small  matter.  Think  of  me  as 
Ogilvie's  Eussian  friend." 

"  Tenacious,  blundering  old  Scotch  terrier," 
said  Madame  Zavadoskoi  aloud  in  her  own 
tongue,  "  still  she  has  admitted  more  than 
she  thinks.  Now  for  my  cross-examination  of 
Mademoiselle !  What  an  amount  of  trouble 
I  am  giving  myself.  Why  ?  Ogilvie  always 
worried  me !  He  is  almost  the  only  man  I 
could  never  quite  manage,  that's  the  reason  I 
love  to  circumvent  him.  He  thinks  he  is 
sailing  straight  into  port  with  a  favourable 
wind.  Ah  !  "  she  rose  and  walked  round  the 
room,  picking  up  and  glancing  at  the  title 
pages   of    the  few   books    lying   about,  and 
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peeped  into  the  large,  well-thumbed  Bible  and 
Book  of  Paraphrases,  both  bristling  with 
book-markers  and  slips  of  paper,  which  lay- 
on  a  small  table  beside  a  straight-backed 
arm-chair,  "  What  a  dungeon  of  a  room ! 
What  a  grim  old  mastiff  of  a  woman  !  If  she 
is  a  specimen  of  the  females,  the  men  must 
be  an  unconquerable  race.  Does  she  know 
what  enjoyment  means?  I  suspect  Ogilvie 
is  playing  a  deep  game.  If  that  girl  does  not 
come  in,  I  will  give  mine  up,  and  go.  I 
cannot  stand  this  abode.  '  Lasciate  ogni 
speranza  voi  che  intrate,'  might  well  be 
written  over  the  entrance.  Ah,"  interrupting 
herself  as  the  door  opened  and  May  entered. 
"  My  dear  Miss  Eiddell,  I  am  so  glad  I  shall 
not  miss  seeing  you." 

"  Madame  Zavadoskoi !  "  exclaimed  May, 
seized  with  a  sudden  vague  sense  of  alarm,  at 
the  sight  of  the  brilliant  Eussian  standing  in 
front  of  the  fireplace  as  if  in  possession  of  the 
premises.  "  Hast  thou  found  me,  oh  !  mine 
enemy,"  was  the  text  which  came  almost  to 
her  lips,  for  she  had  always  felt  that  in  spite 
of  her  insignificance  there  was  a  degree  of 
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antagonism  between  her  and  the  Countess. 
She  recovered  herself  quickly,  however,  and 
coming  forward  to  shake  hands,  she  said  as 
she  was  bound  to  do  : 

"  How  very  good  of  you  to  come  all  this 
way  to  see  me." 

"  I  am  very  pleased  to  do  so.  Of  course, 
my  good  Bartie  will  want  to  hear  all  about 
you,  besides  wishing  to  see  you  myself.  This 
does  not  seem  an  abode  of  bliss,  my  dear  Miss 
Eiddell,  yet  you  are  looking — well — wonder- 
fully developed." 

"  The  responsibility  of  taking  care  of  Miss 
Macallan  has  no  doubt  matured  me,"  said 
May  smiling. 

"  Something  has,"  returned  Madame  Zava- 
doskoi  emphatically,  as  she  placed  herseK  in 
Miss  Euphemia's  sacred  chair.  "  Tell  me,  do 
you  read  prayers  and  curse  your  neighbours 
all  day  long  ?  " 

"  Curse  our  neighbours  ?  "  repeated  May 
puzzled. 

"  I  am  told  that  one  part  of  the  Church 
of  England  service  is  cursing  your  neigh- 
bours." 
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"  Oil !  that  is  only  once  a  year,  and  it  is 
quite  as  often  omitted  as  read  nowadays." 

"  I  have  had  a  long  interview  with  Miss 
Macallan,"  resumed  the  Countess,  "  she  is 
most  formidable.  How  determined  you  must 
be  to  stand  constant  friction  with  such  a 
woman!  I  begin  to  respect  you  enor- 
mously." 

"  Miss  Macallan  is  by  no  means  hard  or 
unkind  to  me.  I  should  rather  not  live  with 
her  always,  but,  you  see,  I  do  not  seem 
crushed." 

"  No,  I  see  you  are  not.  What  enormous 
influence  your  guardian  must  have  over  her. 
She  tells  me  Mr.  Ogilvie  is  your  guardian. 
Did  your  father  appoint  him  ?  " 

May  shook  her  head. 

"  My  poor  father  appointed  nothing.  On 
his  death-bed  he  asked  Mr.  Ogilvie  to  take 
care  of  me." 

"  And  he  has  done  so  ?  " 

"  Most  kindly,  most  judiciously.  His 
securing  this  engagement  for  me  was  the  best 
help  he  could  give  me.  I  am  able  to  make 
my  living  without  being  a  burden  to  anyone." 
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"  But,  great  heavens,  you  are  not  going  to 
be  content  with  a  life  like  this  ?  Why,  it  is 
not  human — at  your  age,  too  !  " 

"Oh,  I  am  not  without  hopes  or  ambi- 
tions." 

"  Of  course  not.  Will  you  not  tell  me  ; 
possibly  I  might  help  you  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,  madame  ;  you  are  very  good. 
I  have  no  objection  to  tell  my  hopes — or 
rather,  my  wishes.  The  very  first  is  to  live 
with  dear  Madame  Falk  and  Miss  Barton. 
But  we  shall  all  lose  Madame  Falk  as  she  will 
go  away  with  her  son,  I  suppose." 

"  I  am  not  so  sure.  Isn't  thai  a  romance  ? 
EngHsh  life  and  the  lives  that  mingle  with  it 
has  material  enough  to  supply  romances  to 
the  whole  world.  But,  to  return.  What  is 
the  other  scheme  ?  " 

"Oh,  when  Frances  marries,  which,  of 
course  she  will,  I  should  like  to  be  Mrs. 
Conroy's  companion,  if  she  requires  one. 
She  is  so  charming." 

Madame  Zavadoskoi  gazed  at  her  as 
she  spoke,  with  an  expression  of  intense 
surprise. 
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"  Is  she  showing  her  hand  voluntarily  ?  " 
thought  the  shrewd  little  Eussian. 

"  Well,"  she  exclaimed,  "  you  may  have  an 
opportunity  sooner  than  you  expect.  I 
suppose  Mr.  Ogilvie  has  written  you  an 
account  of  our  party  at  the  Chase  ?  It  was 
such  a  curious  *  011a  Podrida.'  " 

"  No  ;  Mr.  Ogilvie  rarely  writes  to  me, 
unless  there  is  a  necessity." 

"  Ah,  indeed !  Men  are  such  bad  corres- 
pondents. Well,  it  was  very  amusing,  but  it 
soon  grew  a  bore.  Frances  Conroy  is  so 
bent  upon  improving  herself  and  everyone 
else,  that  the  looking-upward  attitude  became 
a  little  wearisome." 

"  She  has  always  been  very  conscientious 
and  studious." 

Madame  Zavadoskoi  made  an  expressive 
little  grimace. 

"  Yes,  she  is  a  very  serious  young  woman. 
I  wonder  how  she  will  get  on  with  Ogilvie." 

"  How  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  May,  as  she 
stooped  to  pick  up  her  sunshade,  which  she 
had  dropped  when  shaking  hands  with  her 
visitor.     But  she  knew — it  came  to  her  with 
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a  flash — and  it  was  to  announce  the  coming 
event  that  Madame  Zavadoskoi  called  upon 
her.  The  stress  of  the  moment  seemed  to 
brace  her  up  against  the  cross-examination 
she  felt  sure  would  follow. 

"  What !  "  cried  the  Countess,  "  do  you 
mean  to  say  that  your  guardian  has  not  in- 
formed you  of  his  engagement  ?  " 

"  No.  But  I  am  not  so  surprised  at  that 
as  at  Frances.  She  would,  I  thought,  have 
written  to  tell  him  at  once." 

"  I  don't  think  he  has  spoken  to  her  yet. 
But  it  is  all  arranged  with  the  father  and 
mother  (foreign  fashion).  It  was  very  im- 
portant to  keep  right  with  them,  for  they  had 
the  money  in  their  power,  and  might  have 
looked  for  rank ;  but  the  father  is  quite 
devoted  to  Ogilvie.  Being  sure  of  the  parents 
he  can  press  on  with  the  love-making." 

"  But,"  said  May  in  a  wondering  tone,  "  I 
never  thought  Frances  quite  liked  Mr.  Ogilvie. 
Of  course  he  would  naturally  be  attracted  by 
her  fortune  ;  but  I  do  hope  he  will  make  her 
happy,  and — love  her.  She  has  been  so 
accustomed  to  love,"  and  May  sighed. 
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Madame  Zavadoskoi  listened  and  watched 
with  senses  keenly  alive  to  every  tone  and 
change  of  expression,  but  she  could  detect  no 
veiled  emotion,  not  the  faintest  faltering. 
Had  she  then  been  mistaken  ?  Had  Ogilvie 
taken  all  this  trouble  from  purely  disinterested 
motives  ?  All  the  experience  of  her  life 
forbade  such  credulity.  And  this  girl,  for 
whom  Ogilvie  had  developed  a  new  facet  of 
character,  was  she  so  childish  as  to  suspect 
nothing  more  than  platonic  benevolence 
underlying  the  tender  consideration  he  had 
shown  her  ? 

Strange,  exceptional  creatures  as  the 
English  were,  his  was  too  extra-human  a 
state  of  things  for  belief. 

"  Oh,  of  course  he  will  be  kind  and  well- 
bred,  and  all  he  ought  to  be.  He  will  win  a 
good  position,  and  give  her  all  the  rights 
she  ought  to  have  as  the  contributor  of 
capital  in  the  partnership.  Her  own  high 
opinion  of  herself  will  be  an  immense  help 
to  him.  As  to  Ogilvie  himself,  you  may 
trust  him  to  provide  his  own  compensations. 
"  You  know,"   correcting  her  tone,  "  power. 
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ambition,  success  outweigh  everything  with 
him." 

"'  Perhaps  so  ;  yet  I  must  always  remember 
that  he  could  spare  time  to  help  a  very 
insignificant  item  of  the  society  he  moved 
in." 

Madame  Zavadoskoi  was  silent  for  a 
moment — the  quiet  frankness  of  May's  voice 
and  manner  baffled  her.  But  it  was  impossible 
she  could  be  indifferent  if  Ogilvie  willed  other- 
wise. It  seemed  equally  impossible  that  Ogilvie 
should  trouble  himself  about  what  brought  him 
no  return,  in  which  view  she  perhaps  wronged 
him  somewhat.  For  he  was  not  ungenerous, 
nor  quite  adamantine  towards  his  fellow- 
creatures.  Her  next  query  was  directed  to 
ascertaining  the  footing  they  had  been  on  for 
the  last  seven  or  eight  months,  of  which 
Madame  Zavadoskoi  knew  nothing. 

^'  Of  course,  being  in  the  service  of  his 
relative,  you  have  seen  a  good  deal  of  Mr. 
Ogilvie." 

"  Oh,  yes.  He  comes  here  occasionally 
when  there  is  not  much  going  on." 

"  This  Miss  Macallan  has  money,  no  doubt. 
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It  is  a  large  house,  only  in  an  unknown 
country  one  does  not  know  what  that  re- 
presents.    Probably  Ogilvie  will  be  her  heir.'* 

"  It  is  not  unlikely,"  said  May,  "  she 
thinks  highly  of  him.  In  fact,  adores  him 
after  her  own  stony  fashion." 

"  Of  course,  in  the  season  his  time  is  much 
occupied."' 

"  I  suppose  so,"  said  May. 

"  Well,"  said  Madame  Zavadoskoi,  rising, 
"  I  am  very  pleased  to  have  seen  you  and 
have  such  good  account  to  give  of  you. 
You  need  not  say  anything  of  my  trusting 
you  with  the  secret,  soon  to  be  revealed,  of 
Mr.  Ogilvie's  approaching  engagement." 

"  Of  course  I  will  not  if  you  forbid." 

"  I  start  for  Paris  this  evening,  en  route  for 
Denmark.  New  ground  for  me ;  but  the 
Count  fancies  a  visit  there,  and  I  am  going  to 
do  the  conjugal  as  an  example  to  my  son." 

They  exchanged  adieux,  and  May  accom- 
panied her  visitor  to  the  door,  where  a 
respectable-looking  brougham  from  the  hotel 
awaited  her. 

"  Oh,  by  the  way,"  said  Madame  Zavadoskoi, 
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pausing  on  the  doorstep,  "  please  do  not  say 
I  came  here.  I  was  going  to  cross  last  night, 
and  said  so.  If  I  changed  my  plans  it  will  be 
attributed  to  some  deep  political  scheme.  I 
know  the  English  view  of  Eussian  character." 

"  Yery  well,"  returned  May.  "  But  if  you 
have  not  sworn  Miss  Macallan  to  secrecy  my 
silence  will  not  avail." 

"  I  must  take  my  chance  then,"  said  the 
Countess,  with  a  Parisian  shrug.  "  Adieu. 
Au  revoir."  She  stepped  into  her  carriage 
and  drove  away. 

At  last — at  last  May  was  alone,  and  free  to 
think  her  own  thoughts,  to  realise  to  the  full 
the  stunning  blow  she  had  received. 

How  could  she  believe  that  Frances  was  to 
marry  Ogilvie  !  She  was  the  last  woman  she 
could  have  dreamt  of  as  his  choice — neither 
had  seemed  to  care  much  for  the  other,  and 
now,  all  the  charm  of  her  sweet,  sympathetic 
friendship  with  her  guardian  was  over — the 
light  and  warmth  seemed  to  die  out  of  her 
life.  How  was  she  to  endure  existence  ?  A 
dense,  black  mist  seemed  suddenly  to  wrap  a 
shroud  over  the  future,  and  instead  of  the  fair 
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phaiitom  of  happiness  and  perfect  trust — 
which  only  an  hour  ago  beckoned  her  lovingly 
— there  yawned  an  open  grave  into  which  she 
must  cast  all  her  precious  things.  Could  it 
be  true? — yes.  Something  told  her  that 
Madame  Zavadoskoi  was  well  informed. 

Why — why  did  she  take  the  trouble  of 
coming  all  that  way  to  announce  Ogilvie's 
engagement  ?  and  a  voice  within  her  answered, 
"  To  make  a  quarrel  between  you  and  your 
guardian." 

''  Which  she  shall  not,"  resolved  May,  "  and 
it  was  only  a  few  hours  ago  that  I  dreamed  of 
being  always  more  or  less  his  companion — of 
importance  to  him  ! — he  spoke  as  if  it  was  a 
trial  to  part  with  me — and  it  was  I  for  the 
time.  There  was  truth  in  his  voice.  What 
shall  I  do  ?— How  shall  I  endure  life  ?— but  I 
must.  I  must  not  show  any  pitiable  weak- 
ness. He  has  never  deceived  me — he  has 
never  pretended  to  be  more  than  a  kind, 
considerate  friend.  /  am  the  one  to  blame, 
for  misconstruing  his  kindness,  his  interest. 
I  must  bear  it  and  show  no  sign ! — yet  he  was 
inclined  to  love  me — he  was  !     If  I  die  in  the 
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effort,  I  will  shield  myself  from  contemptuous 
pity.  That  woman's  coming  was  an  infinite 
good,  for  I  am  forewarned — and,  therefore, 
forearmed." 
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"  Please  m'm,  Miss  Eiddell  says  would  you 
excuse  her  coming  to  tea — she  has  a  bad 
headache,"  said  Agatha,  as  she  brought  in  the 
teapot,  a  jug  of  boiling  water,  and  a  couple  of 
eggs. 

"  Eh !  my  word  !  it  will  be  the  height  of  ill- 
luck  if  she  sickens  for  anything  just  now,  and 
there  is  a  good  deal  of  sickness  about.  Go, 
Agatha,  ask  her  if  she  will  have  a  cup  of  tea 
in  her  room  ;  say  I'm  coming  up  to  see  her  as 
soon  as  I  have  had  mine,"  and  Miss  Macallan 
began  to  stir  her  tea  meditatively.  "It's  a 
good  offer — a  very  good  offer,"  she  said  to 
herself,  "  and  worth  turning  out  for — the  two 
servants  taken  off  my  hands  and  Jessie  will 
look  after  things.  Aye !  should  this  girlie 
turn  sick,  it  would  be  a  cruel  pity  to  lose  such 
a  chance." 

"  Miss  Eid dell's  much  obliged,  'm,  but  she 
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couldn't  take  nothing  now,  'm,"  said  Agatha, 
returning. 

"  That's  bad !      Did  you  notice   how  her 
eyes  looked  ?  " 

"  Well,  no,  'm — she  has  her  blinds  down." 
"  I'll  come  up  and  see  her  presently." 
And  Agatha  left  the  room.  The  gentle 
Euphemia  continued  her  meditations.  It  had 
been  a  very  satisfactory  year  altogether,  and 
this  unexpected  offer  for  her  house  was  a 
crowning  bonne-bouche ;  on  the  whole  May 
had  been  a  profitable  inmate,  her  board  cost 
but  Httle,  and  she  had  been  more  useful  than 
Miss  Macallan  expected;  all  this  would  be 
neutralised  if  "  that  girl "  took  ill. 

The  result  of  these  cogitations  was  that  May 
was  disturbed  in  her  earnest  effort  to  accustom 
her  mind  to  the  sudden  and  complete  change 
wrought  by  Madame  Zavadoskoi's  news  in  the 
aspect  of  life,  to  steady  her  nerves,  and  to 
think  what  would  be  her  best  course  for  the 
future  ?  A  heavy  thump  on  her  door 
brought  her  back  to  the  bitter  present. 

"  Come    in,"     she    cried,    somewhat    im- 
patiently, thinking  it  was  one  of  the  servants. 
VOL.  III.  42 
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To  lier  surprise  and  annoyance,  Miss 
Macallan  stalked  in,  carrying  a  large  bluish 
bottle  and  a  teaspoon.  May,  who  had  thrown 
herself  on  the  bed  that  she  might  hide  her 
eyes  from  the  light  on  the  pillowy  started  up. 

"  You're  looking  awfu'  bad,"  said  Miss 
Macallan  severely.  "  You're  just  ghastly 
white,  and  that  black  under  the  eyes  !  Your 
head  aches,  eh  ?  " 

"  Yes — it  is  very  painful !  " 

"  And  your  back  and  limbs  ?  " 

"  Thank  you.    I  am  not  conscious  of  them." 

"  I  am  glad  of  that ;  now  let  me  feel  your 
pulse — um  !  it's  terrible  quick !  Where  did 
ye  go  yesterday  ?  " 

"  Yesterday  ?  Oh  !  I  went  into  Kensington 
Gardens  in  the  afternoon  with  Mrs.  McKilli- 
gan's  children  and  the  nurse." 

"  Well,  that  ought  not  to  have  done  you 
any  harm." 

"  Oh,  no,  it  did  me  good." 

"  Well,  my  dearie,  I  am  a  bit  uneasy  about 
you.  There's  fever  and  a  sort  of  cholera 
going  about,  and  I  am  frightened  lest  you 
should  catch  it." 
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"  You  need  not  alarm  yourself ;  I  do  not  feel 
at  all  unwell.     I  have  a  headache,  that  is  all." 

"  I  never  knew  you  have  a  headache 
before." 

"  I  have  really  excellent  health." 

"Ay!  You're  just  one  of  the  people  that 
when  they  do  take  anything  have  it  bad  1 
Here,  I  have  brought  you  some  citrate  of 
magnesia  ;  it's  stuff  my  poor  brother  thought 
a  great  deal  of,  for  we  never  let  a  doctor 
inside  our  doors,  but  just  managed  ourselves. 
It's  cooling  and  pleasant  to  take — you've  a 
water-bottle  and  glass  here  ?  " 

"  You  are  very  good,  Miss  Macallan,  to 
take  so  much  trouble  about  me,"  said  May, 
really  grateful  for  her  attention. 

But  Miss  Macallan  was  too  busy  measur- 
ing out  her  citrate  of  magnesia  to  listen. 

"  There,"  she  exclaimed,  stirring  it  up 
vigorously,  "  drink  that  up,  at  once,"  handing 
it  to  May,  who  took  the  dose  obediently. 
"  Now  you  lie  down  a  bit,  and  don't  attempt 
any  solid  food  till  to-morrow ;  I'll  make  you 
some  oatmeal  gruel  myself — it's  light  and 
nourishing." 

42* 
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"  You  are  very  good — I  shall  be  quite  well 
to-morrow." 

"  I  hope  so  " — emphatically — "  but,  you 
see,  I'm  thinking  of  letting  my  house  for  a  bit, 
in  fact  I  have  a  good  offer  for  it,  and  it  would 
be  waefu'  to  have  you  taken  ill,  besides  that, 
Mr.  Ogilvie  would  be  vexed." 

"  Oh,"  said  May,  feeling  that  Miss  Macallan's 
milk  of  human  kindness  was  accounted  for. 

"  And  talking  of  letting  the  house,"  con- 
tinued Euphemia,  sitting  down  on  an  ottoman 
at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  "  I'd  like  to  know  what 
you  would  think  of  doing  in  case  I  go  to — oh, 
somewhere  by  the  sea.  It  might  be  more 
convenient  if  you  were  to  visit  some  of  your 
friends,  for  I'm  not  going  to  take  Jessie  nor 
Agatha  with  me." 

"  Yes,"  cried  May,  catching  at  the  idea. 
"  It  might  be  much  more  convenient  for  you 
to  go  alone.  There  need  be  no  difficulty 
about  that." 

"  In  any  case,  we  can  decide  on  nothing 
until  you  hear  what  your  guardian  says.  I 
wish  he  were  not  away — couldn't  you  drop 
him  a  line  ?  " 
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"  I  think  I  may  hear  from  him  to-morrow, 
and  he  will  say  probably  when  he  may  come 
up,"  returned  May,  shivering  with  a  keen  thrill 
of  pain  at  the  idea  of  writing  or  speaking  to 
Ogilvie. 

"  Well,  if  he  does  not  then  I'll  be  glad  if 
you  will  let  him  know  my  plans.  He  is  aye  a 
masterful  man,  and  doesn't  like  to  be  crossed, 
but  he  could  not  expect  me  to  give  up  a 
chance  like  this." 

"  No,  of  course,  he  could  not,"  returned 
May,  longing  to  get  rid  of  her,  and  go  on  with 
the  struggle  against  her  own  weak  despair, 
which  she  was  so  determined  to  conquer. 

"  You  are  looking  better  already,"  said 
Miss  Macallan,  gazing  at  her  with  critical 
eyes.  "  Don't  you  think  it  would  do  you 
more  good  to  come  and  help  me  look  through 
the  napery,  and  choose  what  I'll  leave  out  for 
the  family  that's  coming  in,  than  to  be  lying 
here  thinking  of  your  ailments  ?  " 

"  No,  Miss  Macallan,"  returned  May, 
smiling,  amused  in  spite  of  herself  at  the 
selfishness  so  candidly  displayed.  "  I  believe 
the  best  cure  for  headache  is  rest  and  silence." 
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"  Eh !  I'm  sure  I'm  no  that  given  to 
words,"  said  Miss  Macallan  rising,  and  a  little 
huffed.  "  rn  leave  you  now,  and  you'll  come 
down  when  you  are  equal  to  it,"  and  she  left 
the  room,  closing  the  door  with  a  bang. 

May  returned  to  her  self-examination  and 
condemnation.  How  she  despised  herself  for 
misinterpreting  Ogilvie's  friendly  kindness, 
and  threw  dust  upon  her  head  metaphorically ; 
no  humiliation  could  be  greater  than  her  folly 
deserved,  her  contemptible  vanity  had  blinded 
her  into  believing  that  a  man  like  Ogilvie 
would  give  his  real  warm  affection  to  her. 
Pity  for  her  loneliness,  her  destitution,  had 
given  his  words  and  manner  that  exquisite 
veiled  tenderness  which  had  drawn  her  heart 
to  him  irresistibly,  and  she  had,  even  of  late, 
fancied  it  might  be  love — fool,  poor,  weak, 
self-deluded  fool!  But  even  as  she  raged 
against  her  own  illusions  the  memory  of 
certain  words  and  looks,  the  lingering  touch 
of  his  hand,  the  electric  currents  of  reciprocity 
which  flowed  between  them,  came  back  to 
her  with  convincing  power,  and  for  a  moment 
or  two  her  heart  declared  aloud,  "  I  have  not 
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yielded  unsought  all  the  treasure  of  my  affec- 
tion ;  "  then  this  salve  to  the  cruel  bruises  of 
her  self-respect  would  be  torn  away  by  the 
next  wave  of  thought,  and  so  she  toiled 
round  the  torturing  circuit.  Gradually  from 
out  of  this  mental  chaos  some  distinct  resolu- 
tions arose  : 

First,  she  would  fold  the  cloak  of  silence 
and  reserve  round  her  own  rejected  love,  so 
that,  like  Cassar,  it  should  die  decently  with 
no  display  of  gaping  wounds  !  Next,  she 
must  treat  Mr.  Ogilvie  frankly  and  gratefully, 
as  the  guardian  to  whom  she  owed  so  much ; 
finally,  she  must  show  no  unbecoming  haste 
to  leave  Miss  Macallan,  though  burning  to  fly 
from  her  house  that  moment.  These  were 
the  lines  on  which  she  must  guide  her 
conduct !  Would  she  have  the  strength  to 
carry  them  out  ?  and  her  spirit  answered 
"  Yes."  She  must  also  keep  well,  and  strong, 
and  she  would  !  For  a  while  she  felt  her  will 
could  lift  her  over  her  difficulties — but  this 
power  could  not  last  long. 

Miss  Macallan's  project  of  letting  her  house 
gave  May  a  blessed  glimpse  of  speedier  escape 
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than  slie  could  otherwise  have  hoped  for. 
She  must  be  prepared  to  take  advantage  of  it. 
This  thought  lent  her  energy  to  rise,  and  re- 
arrange her  hair,  which  had  become  loose,  and 
then  she  penned  a  short  note  to  Miss  Barton, 
informing  her  of  Miss  Macallan's  wish  to  be  dis- 
embarrassed of  her  (May),  and  asking  if  she 
might  come  for  a  little  while  to  her  old  quarters. 

Having  accomplished  so  much,  she  took  her 
courage  in  both  hands,  and  went  downstairs 
to  place  her  services  in  the  matter  of  selecting 
the  "  napery  "  at  Miss  Macallan's  command, 
during  which  process  she  underwent  a  sharp 
cross-examination  respecting  Madame  Zava- 
doskoi,  against  whom,  for  some  occult  reason, 
the  profound  Euphemia  seemed  to  have  con- 
ceived a  strong  dislike. 

May's  anticipation  proved  prophetic. 

Next  morning's  post  brought  her  a  brief  note. 

"  Deak  May, 

"  I  hope  to  be  in  town  to-morrow 
morning — shall  call  in  the  afternoon." 
"  Yours  truly, 

"  Piers  Ogilvie." 
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"  I  shall  be  able  to  explain  everytliing  to 
him  then,"  said  May,  handing  the  note  to  Miss 
Macallan. 

"  Eh,  but  that  will  do  fine  ! — you  shall 
have  him  all  to  yourself,  and  mind  you 
persuade  him." 

"  I  will  certainly  try,"  returned  May,  with  a 
degree  of  energy  that  surprised  her  employer. 

How  the  rest  of  the  day  passed  she  could 
never  quite  recall.  She  only  remembered 
going  out  to  buy  flowers,  and  arranging  them 
to  the  best  of  her  ability — to  make  the  room 
look  pretty  for  the  last  time,  she  felt.  That 
Ogilvie  and  herself  would  drift  apart  seemed 
to  her  a  certainty.  Indeed,  she  hoped  they 
would.  Nevertheless,  she  made  the  usual 
preparations  to  welcome  him. 

Three  o'clock  struck,  and  May  carried  the 
tray  containing  the  remnants  of  moss  and 
ends  of  stalks  down  to  the  pantry,  and  was 
detained  for  a  few  minutes  by  Miss  Macallan, 
who  called  her  into  the  dining-room  to  inform 
her  that  she  had  had  a  message  from  the 
minister's  wife  which  would  oblige  her  to  go 
out. 
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While  Miss  Macallan  was  speaking  a 
hansom  drove  up  to  the  door,  and  the  front 
door  bell  was  rung  quickly  and  impatiently. 

"  There,  m}^  dearie,  there  he  is,"  exclaimed 
Euphemia,  "  I  leave  the  matter  in  your 
hands." 

May's  heart  seemed  to  stand  still  for  a 
second  and  then  throbbed  violently.  She 
paused  to  recall  her  courage,  then  she 
ascended  the  stair,  and,  opening  the  door,  was 
in  the  presence  of  the  man  she  dreaded,  yet 
loved. 

Ogilvie  was  standing  at  the  table  and  look- 
ing bright  and  alert,  and  as  if  he  had  thrown 
off  the  cares  or  troubles  which  had  evidently 
oppressed  him  when  they  had  last  met.  He 
came  quickly  to  meet  her,  and  taking  her 
hand  said  only  her  name :  "  May,"  looking 
into  her  eyes  as  they  stood  silent  for  a  second, 
till  May,  finding  her  voice,  asked  with 
commendable  composure  and  a  welcoming 
smile : 

"  How  is  everyone  at  the  Chase  ?  " 

"  Everj^one  seems  flourishing,  which  is  more 
than  you  look.     Are   you  pining   to   escape 
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from  tlie  liot,  dusty  streets  to  purer  air  and 
leafy  ways  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  May,  taking  a  corner  of  the 
sofa,  feeling  scarcely  able  to  stand,  "  but  I 
imagine  Miss  Macallan  is,  for  she  has  let  her 
house  for  five  or  six  weeks." 

"  Let  her  house !  "  repeated  Ogilvie,  his 
brows  meeting  in  an  angry  frown,  as  he  drew 
a  chair  opposite  May.  "  How  has  she  done 
this  without  consulting  me  ?  " 

"  I  believe  she  got  a  very  good  price,  and 
did  not  like  to  refuse ;  she  does  not  wish  me 
to  go  with  her,  so  I  have  written  to  Miss 
Barton  to  ask  if  she  can  take  me  in,  if  not,  I 
daresay  my  dear  little  Mademoiselle  Ferret 
will." 

Ogilvie  did  not  speak  at  once,  then  in  a 
tone  of  cold  displeasure  he  said  : 

"  So  you  have  arranged  your  plans  without 
any  reference  to  me  ?  " 

"  I  could  not  help  it,  Mr.  Ogilvie,"  returned 
May,  gently.  "  I  could  not  force  myself  on 
Miss  Macallan,  and  I  was  obliged  to  find  some 
place  to  go  to." 

"  You  should  have   deferred  your  answer 
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till  you  had  consulted  me,"  said  Mr.  Ogilvie 
sternly. 

"  It  was  only  yesterday  that  I  heard  of  this 
new  plan.  Had  your  note  not  come  this 
morning  I  should  have  written  to  you.  You 
do  not  imagine  I  am  so  forgetful  of  all  your 
goodness  as  willingly  to  slight  you  ?  " 

"  No,  dear  May !  "  in  the  deep  but  soft 
tones  that  were  so  charming  to  her  ear. 
"  You   give   me   more  consideration  than   I 

deserve,    but     that     infer that    skinflint 

cousin  of  mine  should  not  have  made  plans 
which,  without  my  concurrence,  may  possibly 
upset  mine.  However,  I  shall  settle  matters 
with  her  presently,"  and  from  his  expression 
May  augured  that  the  quarter  of  an  hour 
awaiting  the  amiable  Euphemia  would  not  be 
a  very  agreeable  one. 

"  Pray  remember,  Mr.  Ogilvie,  that  I  should 
like  to  go  to  Miss  Barton  very  much." 

"  Yes,  I  will — it  might  fit  in  too,"  he  replied 
meditatively.  There  was  a  pause.  May 
waited  with  intense  longing  for  his  next 
words — would  he  announce  his  approaching 
marriage  ? 
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"  As  far  as  your  own  movements  are  con- 
cerned, May,"  he  resumed,  *'  I  see  no  objection 
to  your  going  to  Miss  Barton.  It  will  be  dull 
for  you,  but  you  are  accustomed  to  a  dull  life, 
and  endure  it  with  infinite  philosophy.  I  do 
not  know  that  I  ever  met  a  girl  quite  like  you, 
but  I  have  generally  known  older  women. 
Now  I  am  going  to  inflict  my  own  affairs  on 
you,  and  I  have  a  great  deal  to  say." 

"  Not  too  much  for  me  to  hear  with 
interest,"  said  May  softly. 

"  There  is  something  unusually  guarded  in 
your  voice,"  he  remarked  with  a  searching 
look. 

"  Only  in  your  imagination,  my  dear 
guardian." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  he  paused.  "  I  have  decided 
on  an  important  step  since  I  saw  you,  May,  or 
rather  the  last  step  of  several,  and,  before 
taking  it,  I  should  like  to  discuss  it  with  you. 
Our  friendship  has  been  so  close — so  sweet — 
that  you  must  hear  of  it  first  from  myself.  I 
am  going  to  marry  soon,  though  I  have  not 
yet  asked  the  lady's  consent,  but  I  feel  sure 
of  it — not  from  conceit,"  smiling,  "  I  do  not 
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for  a  moment  believe  she  is  in  love  with  me, 
but,  because  she  is  a  well-bred  gentlewoman, 
and  would  never  show  me  certain  signs  of 
dignified  approval  if  she  intended  to  reject 
me." 

''  And  the  lady  ?  "  asked  May,  smiling  and 
astonished  at  her  own  composure. 

"  One  of  the  lady's  qualifications  is  her 
afiection  for  you — you  will  therefore  guess 
her  name  to  be  Frances  Conroy." 

May  felt  conscious  that  Ogilvie  was  watch- 
ing her  closely,  which  considerably  helped 
her  self-command. 

"  Frances  Conroy,"  she  repeated,  "  then  I 
am  sure  you  have  chosen  well.  She  is  clever, 
and  well  accustomed  to  Society — above  all 
she  is  very  true." 

"  For  my  purpose — yes,  I  believe  I  have — 
I  shall  be  very  confidential  with  you,  my 
sweet  friend,  for  I  believe  most  profoundly  in 
your  loyalty  and  truth.  You  cannot  perhaps 
imagine  the  delight,  the  relief  it  is  to  a  man 
whose  whole  life,  like  mine,  has  been  passed 
'  on  guard,'  to  find  one  heart — one  true  sym- 
pathetic friend,  with  whom  he  can  take  ofi* 
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the  iron  mask  he  is  doomed  to  wear,  and  be 
himself — weak,  or  faulty,  or  inconsistent. 
There  is  no  other  affection  comparable  to  this. 

Therefore May,   I   can   never   part    with 

you." 

May  kept  silence — a  sense  of  indignation 
beginning  to  burn  in  her  heart — an  incredulous 
smile  playing  round  her  lips. 

"  I  seem  to  be  uttering  a  paradox  ?  "  he 
said,  still  watching  her,  and  feeling  surprised 
and  uneasy  at  her  composure.  "  Have  pati- 
ence and  hear  me  out.  I  want  to  detail  my 
plan.  As  I  said,  Miss  Conroy's  regard  for 
you  is  a  very  useful  factor  in  it — you  must 
know  that  life  in  obscurity  is  impossible  for 
me.  I  confess  I  am  ambitious,  but  I  do  not 
think  my  ambition  is  ignoble.  There  are 
certain  lines  of  foreign  policy  to  carry  out  to 
which  I  would  devote  my  life.  But  to  attain 
the  position  I  aim  at,  I  must  have  no  difficulty 
on  the  score  of  money.  For  quiet  obscurity 
I  have  enough :  for  the  career  I  have  marked 
out  I  am  a  pauper.  Francis  Conroy's  money 
supplies  my  need.  Her  father  and  mother 
like  me,  and  have  given  their  consent,  should 
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their  daughter  accept  me — all  this  is  but  the 
frame  of  my  life  —  the  outer  shell  which 
shelters  the  core  wherein  lies  the  mainspring 
of  my  mental  vitality.  Do  you  follow  me, 
May  ?  " 

"I  am  listening  with  all  my  heart  and 
soul,"  she  returned. 

The  earnestness  of  her  tone  satisfied  him. 

"  Well  then,  this  shrine  —  this  Holy  of 
Holies — to  keep  the  lamp  burning  in  it  I 
must  have  a  priestess.  That  priestess  is  your- 
self." 

May  laughed. 

Her  laugh  hurt  him  in  an  unaccountable 
manner. 

"  Do  not  laugh.  I  am  quite  serious.  My 
idea  is  that — when  the  charmincr  invalid  Mrs. 
Conway  is  left  alone,  you  should  join  her, 
and  play  a  daughter's  part ;  after  a  while  the 
transition  from  her  household  to  ours  would 
be  natural.  In  my  work  I  should  require 
assistance  —  what  more  suitable  secretary 
could  I  find  than  yourself?  A  favourite 
with  my  wife — a  cherished  ward  of  my  own  ! 
Then  while  the  public  life  of  representation 
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and  the  social  tread-mill  would  occupy 
Frances  —  your  society  —  your  assistance  — 
your  delicious  sympathy,  would  keep  my 
soul  alive — you  would  be  a  beloved  sister  to 
us  both,  and  your  future  would  be  our 
dearest  care." 

He  ceased,  and  for  a  few  seconds,  silence 
reigned. 

Then  May  spoke,  not  too  steadily.  "  I 
know  Frances  very  well,  Mr.  Ogilvie,  and  I 
can  assure  you  that  she  would  not  like  such 
an  arrangement  nor  could  you  expect  her  to 
like  it !  Even  suppose  I  were  your  sister  by 
birth,  by  blood,  do  you  think  it  would  be 
wise  or  conscientious  of  me  to  usurp  one  of  a 
wife's  dearest  privileges,  her  husband's 
confidence  ?  a  share  of  his  daily  work  ?  No, 
certainly  not !  It  would  be  the  worst 
treachery  even  if  I  were  a  stranger.  What 
would  it  be  in  a  trusted  friend  ? — who  owes 
endless  kindnesses  to  your  future  wife !  " 

"  I    think,   dear    May,    you    mistake    the 

position  altogether.     I  would  not  ask  you  to 

do  anything  wrong  or  unprincipled,  for  the 

world.     Do  you  not  see  that  Frances  is  by  no 

VOL.  III.  43 
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means  a  tender  or  a  loving  woman  ?  I  should 
give  her  all  she  wants — the  most  respectful 
consideration,  the  complete  command  of  her 
house,  and  the  selection  of  her  own  society. 
She  only  needs  a  brilliant  surface.  You  are 
too  large-minded  to  be  trammelled  by  the 
miserably  narrow  fetters  of  orthodoxy.  For 
every  man,  ay,  and  woman,  too,  of  wider, 
stronger  nature,  there  is  a  visible  and  an 
inner  life.  This  inner  hfe,  with  which  all  the 
precious  things  of  existence  are  entwined,  I 
wish  to  share  with  you." 

May  shook  her  head. 

"What  you  suggest  is  impossible,"  she 
said.     "  To  me,  impossible." 

"  The  idea  cannot  be  new  to  you ! "  cried 
Ogilvie  evidently  disturbed.  "  I  have  pre- 
sented it  to  you  before!  You  have  assured 
me  that  you  are  willing  to  make  some 
sacrifice  for  me  ! " 

"  I  would  give  my  life  for  you  sooner  than 
do  this,"  she  exclaimed  with  passion. 

"  Would  you  give  your  life  for  me.  May  ?  " 
said  Ogilvie  suddenly  placing  himself  beside 
her  and  grasping  her  hands  in  his. 
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"  I  would — why  should  I  not  ?  Would  it 
be  a  great  gift  ?  What  is  there  in  life  for  me 
that  I  should  withhold  it  from  you,  who  have 
done  so  much  for  me  ?  " 

"  You  owe  me  nothing ;  you  have  given  a 
wonderful  charm  to  my  life  since  I  took 
charge  of  you.  My  God,  May,  will  you 
desert  me  now?  I  counted  so  surely  upon 
you — all  that  is  higher,  purer,  sweeter  in  my 
nature  clings  to  you.  Have  you  no  feelings 
for  me,  May  ?  " 

"I  feel  for  you  keenly,  warmly,  but  the 
part  you  want  me  to  fill  is  that  of  a  traitor,  a 
serpent  in  the  household  !  How  would  you 
like  your  wife  to  have  a  special  man  friend  to 
whom  she  would  give  her  inner  life,  her 
fullest  confidence  ?     No,  Mr.  Os^ilvie." 

"  But  I  swear  I  should  never  forget  that  I 
was  your  friend,  your  brother." 

"  Even  so ;  as  I  have  said,  were  I  born 
your  sister  I  should  feel  bound  not  to  come 
between  you  and  your  wife." 

"  And  I  thought  that  you — you  had  more 
regard  for  me.  You  are  strangely  collected 
— you    are  stronger — that   is,  you  are  more 

43^ 
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indifferent  than  I  am.  Think,  my  sweet 
ward,  of  your  own  position  if  you  break 
with  me.  I  fancy  Miss  Macallan  is  not 
disposed  to " 

"I  can  earn  my  bread  humbly  in  Paris," 
said  May,  in  an  unsteady  voice,  "  and  I  need 
trouble  you  no  more — you  have  done  so 
much  —  too  much  for  me.  Why  need  I 
trouble  you  any  more  ? "  She  drew  her 
hands  from  his,  and  rising,  moved  to  the  fire- 
place where  she  leant  her  head  against  the 
mantelpiece. 

"  And  you  are  resolved  to  give  me  up — to 
let  me  go  ?  "  cried  Ogilvie  who  began  to  pace 
the  room  hastily.  "  Am  I  nothing  to  you  ? 
May,  this  talk  of  friendship  and  brotherly 
love,  is  all  false,  all  hypocritical.  Listen  to 
me — I  love  you  !  You  have  twined  yourself 
round  my  heart,  you  have  entered  into  my 
soul — and  dwell  there!  The  touch  of  your 
hand  sets  my  pulses  throbbing.  Life  is 
insupportable  without  you.  Do  not  leave 
me."  He  clasped  her  in  his  arms.  "I  am 
no  weak  boy  to  be  mastered  by  my  passion. 
I   swear   I  will   be   your   friend,  and   friend 
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only ;  you  shall  help  me  to  make  my  wife's 
existence  a  paradise  of  tranquil  happiness, 
and  none  shall  dream  of  the  delicious  secret 
we  will  hide  in  our  hearts !  Has  no  feeling 
of  tenderness  ever  glowed  in  yours  for  me  ? 
There  have  been  moments  when  I  thought 
you  might  have  recognised  and  returned  the 
love  you  inspired.  Hear  me,  May!  do  not 
let  any  ghastly  spectre  of  traditional  pro- 
priety spoil  our  lives  ?  Be  my  beloved  and 
trusted  sister — friend — what  you  will.  Have 
I  no  place  in  your  heart  ?  " 

"  I  have  loved  you,"  cried  May  extricating 
herself  resolutely  from  him.  "I  have  loved 
you  well.  What  the  kind  of  love  is,  I  do  not 
know — whatever  it  may  be,  parting  makes  it 
terribly  hard,  but  I  have  no  choice.  I  grieve 
for  you,  I  grieve  for  myself.  How  is  it  you 
do  not  see  the  infamy  of  the  life  you  suggest  ? 
No  matter  whether  we  be  as  brother  and 
sister,  or  as  friends,  we  should  equally  rob 
your  wife  of  what  is  her  due.  Think  of  what 
she  would  feel  if  she  knew  ?  It  is  base,  it  is 
unworthy.  Oh,  I  wish  you  had  never  named 
such  a  scheme  to  me.      I  knew  that  what- 
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ever  came  we  would  have  to  part,  your 
destiny  leads  you  away.  Why,  why  did 
you  not  leave  me  my  ideal  of  you  untar- 
nished ?  In  the  long  years  to  come  I  could 
have  looked  at  it  lovingly,  admiringly,  and 
now " 

Her  self-control  gave  way  and  she  burst 
into  passionate  tears.  Ogilvie  stood  silent 
and  still,  an  evil  look  of  mortification  and 
anger  on  his  dark,  stern  face — gradually  it 
softened  as  he  watched  May's  pliant  figure 
bent  forward  where  she  crouched  on  the  sofa, 
her  face  hidden  in  her  hands,  her  bosom 
heaving  with  the  sobs  she  could  not  suppress. 

"  I  have  been  cruelly  deceived,"  he  said  at 
last,  "  self-deceived.  I  thought  we  understood 
each  other  better — or  I  should  not  have 
fruitlessly  distressed  you.  But,  May,  I  have 
not  said  my  last  word  !  Even  if  we  do  part 
— there  is  much  to  arrange." 

"  I  think  not.  I  could  go  away  to-morrow 
if  necessary." 

"Promise  me  you  will  not  go  to  morrow." 

"  No,  I  will  not  go  to-morrow.  But,  Mr. 
Ogilvie,  do  not  come  to  see  me  any  more.     It 
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would  be  far — far  kinder  to  stay  away.  Let 
it  be  good-bye  now." 

"  No,  not  to-day.  I  shall  see  you  again. 
By  Heaven  you  are  stronger  than  I  am." 

He  seized  her  hands,  kissed  them  repeatedly 
and  was  gone. 


CHAPTEE  VII. 


"  THROUGH  DEEP  WATERS." 


The  shock  to  May  was  profound.  The 
knowledge  of  his  approaching  marriage,  the 
consciousness  of  the  wide  gulf  which  his  new 
ties  would  open  between  him  and  herself,  was 
as  nothing  to  the  blow  Ogilvie's  hand  had 
dealt.  What  opinion  could  he  have  formed 
of  her,  that  he  should  have  expected  her 
co-operation  in  such  a  scheme  ?  Had  his 
moral  sense  been  blunted  ?  How  was  it  that 
a  man  who  seemed  the  soul  of  honour,  could 
meditate  the  deliberate  robbery  of  a  woman 
who  was  about  to  give  him  herself,  her  love, 
her  fortune  ?  May  could  never  have  antici- 
pated the  bitterness  of  such  disenchantment ! 
She  had  yet  to  learn  that  many  men — 
successful  and  highly  honourable  men — have 
one  code  to  regulate  their  dealings  with  their 
fellows,  and  another  for  their  intercourse 
with  what  used  to  be  considered  the  weaker 
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sex  ;  none  who  know  the  world,  will  question 
this.  Is  it  to  be  attributed  to  the  fact,  that 
most  men,  however  their  reason  and  higher 
convictions  may  disapprove,  are  ingrained 
polygamists  ?  Who  can  tell  ?  There  can, 
however,  be  no  doubt  that  some  of  the 
cruellest  wrongs,  the  keenest  agonies,  arise 
from  the  conflict  between  the  laws  which 
are  essential  for  the  welfare  of  Society,  the 
improvement  of  the  human  race,  and  the 
tremendous  force  of  natural  instincts.  Who- 
ever, through  daring  or  weakness,  ventures 
to  break  the  all-important  code  that  develops 
from  "  our  duty  to  our  neighbour,"  let  him 
or  her  be  prepared  to  accept  the  penalty. 
Such  considerations  did  not  present  them- 
selves to  May.  Nor  was  she  selfish  in  her 
misery,  she  thought  of  her  faithful — if  some- 
what priggish — friend  !  Surrounded  as  she 
had  been  from  babyhood,  with  devoted  affec- 
tion, how  would  she  endure  the  polished 
hardness  which  was  Ogilvie's  ordinary  shield 
and  spear,  in  dealing  with  his  fellow-crea- 
tures ?  He  did  not  love  Frances,  and  how 
could  he  disguise  his  want  of  affection  ?     She 
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(May)  knew  that  Ogilvie  was  unmasked.  It 
was  this  contrast,  this  discovery  of  a  moral 
Gulf  Stream,  which  traversed  with  its  warm 
current  the  colder  ocean  of  his  surface 
nature,  that  lent  so  subtle  a  charm  to  her 
friendship  with  him  !  How  would  it  be  with 
Frances  ?  For  herself  she  could  not  fancy  a 
more  torturing  existence  than  that  of  Ogilvie's 
unloved  wife.  She  knew  him  well ;  since  the 
scene  she  had  just  gone  through,  a  new  and 
fierce  light  had  brought  out  with  terrible 
distinctness  the  coarser  grain,  the  seams  and 
flaws  of  his  character,  all  of  which  were 
welded  together  and  smoothed  down  by  his 
strong  will.  But  she  must  not  think !  Her 
first  duty  to  herself  was  to  present  an  un- 
broken front,  to  allow  no  faltering  to  direct 
suspicion  to  the  coming  marriage,  as  the 
source  of  mental  or  physical  suffering. 

It  was  a  bitter  experience  the  first  waking 
moment  from  the  heavy  sleep,  which,  after  a 
night  of  wakeful  battling  with  herself,  she 
fell  into,  considerably  after  dawn.  But  with 
the  sense  of  wretchedness  came  the  strength 
to  resist — and  she  rose,  thinking  of  how  she 
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should  busy  herself  during  the  day.  Cer- 
tainly she  should  arrange  her  belongings  and 
pack  them  up,  as  she  did  not  doubt  that  Miss 
Barton  would  accept  her  offer  of  a  visit.  She 
contrived  to  occupy  herself  fully,  and  got 
through  the  morning  and  afternoon  better 
than  she  hoped. 

Miss  Macallan  was  reading  a  letter  with  a 
discomfited  air,  when  May  came  down  to 
breakfast  the  next  day.  She  immediately  put 
it  aside  and  proceeded  to  read  the  usual 
portion  of  Scripture. 

When  the  servants  had  retired,  and  she 
had  given  May  her  tea,  she  took  up  her  letter 
again. 

"  Didn't  you  tell  me,"  she  said  in  a  severe 
tone,  "  that  my  cousin  Ogilvie  was  quite 
agreeable  to  your  going  away  for  a  bit,  and 
approved  of  me  letting  my  house  ?  " 

"  He  did  not  seem  to  have  any  objection  to 
my  visiting  Miss  Barton,  but  I  don't  think  I 
said  anything  about  the  house." 

"  Well,  it's  my  impression  you  did  ;  any 
way,  here  Mr.  Ogilvie  writes  as  if  I  was  a — a 
mere  beggar  that  depended  on  his  bounty  ! 
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because  I  ventured  to  accept  a  good  tenant 
without  asking  his  leave !  I'll  have  him  to 
know  I  am  not  beholden  to  him  for  anything  ! 
If  he  did  mix  himself  up  in  my  afiairs,  it  was 
on  his  own  account." 

May  looked  at  her  in  astonishment,  her 
tone  towards  her  revered  relative  being 
generally  most  deferential. 

"  I  am  sorry  he  has  written  in  such  a 
strain  ! "  she  said. 

"  But  here's  what  has  just  taken  my  breath 
away,"  continued  Euphemia,  and  she  read, 
"  '  I  think  it  right  to  inform  you  that  I  am 
engaged  to  Miss  Conroy,  and  hope  to  be 
married  before  August — this  will  necessarily 
make  some  change  in  my  plans.'  Did  you 
know  this  ?  "  with  a  piercing  glance. 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Ogilvie  told  me  the  other  day." 

"  And  why  did  you  not  tell  me  ?  " 

"  I  thought  Mr.  Ogilvie  wished  to  tell  you 
himself." 

"  Well,  it  all  passes  my  comprehension, 
and  upsets  all  my  ideas.  And  are  you  going 
to  stay  on  with  me  ?  " 

"  Not    if    you    do    not    want    me,    Miss 
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Macallan,"  said  May,  a  good  deal  startled 
by  the  question.  ''  I  do  not  see  how  Mr. 
Ogilvie's  marriage  can  affect  my  remaining 
with  you,  if  you  require  my  services." 

"  Your  services  I  "  burst  out  Miss  Macallan 
fiercely,  and  then  drew  in  suddenly.  "  Well, 
I  really  cannot  tell  ;  you  are  a  nice-like 
girlie,  and  handy,  but  I  cannot,  just  at  the 
present,  say  what  I  may  want — we'll  leave 
that  open,  and — tell  me,  you  have  no  law 
plea  going  on,  hey  ?  no  money  coming  to 
you?" 

"  Certainly  not ! "  said  May  smiling.  "  I 
have  nothing  in  the  world  but  what  I  have 
saved  from  the  salary  you  give  me.  What 
put  such  an  idea  into  your  head,  Miss 
Macallan  ?  I  am  sure  Mr.  Ogilvie  never  told 
you  anything  of  the  kind." 

"  I  can't  say  he  did,  still  he  put  it  in  my 
mind." 

"  I  haven't  yet  had  a  reply  from  Miss 
Barton,  but  I  think  she  will  take  me  in." 

"  Well,  the  curious  turns  of  this  life  is 
what  none  of  us  can  anticipate,  and  put  very 
curious  thoughts  into  m}^  head  !     I'll  write  to 


158  FOUND  WANTING. 

my  cousin,  but  not  to-day.  It's  wiser  to  cool 
down  before  taking  the  pen  in  my  hand,"  and 
Miss  Macallan  rose  from  the  table,  put  her 
letter  into  a  big  solid  desk  that  stood  on 
a  dinner  waggon,  and  departed  with  her  key 
basket. 

May  took  up  the  paper  and  waited  for  the 
second  post,  as  she  was  beginning  to  feel 
anxious  for  some  communication  from  Miss 
Barton. 

She  was  not  disappointed.  At  ten  o'clock 
came  the  expected  letter  ;  it  was  concise  but 
to  the  point. 

"  Dear  May, — Delighted  at  the  idea  of 
having  you.  Am  just  starting  for  our  old 
holiday  ground,  '  Le  Moulin.'  If  3^ou  can 
come  on  Saturday,  let  me  know  when  your 
train  arrives  at  Eouen,  and  I  shall  meet  you 
there.  Send  a  line  by  return — all  news  when 
we  meet. 

"  Ever  yours, 
"  S.  Baeton." 

Saturday!  and  this  was  Thursday  morning. 
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She  could  do  it  easily !  Letter  in  hand,  she 
pursued  Miss  Macallan  into  the  remote 
recesses  of  the  basement,  where  she  was 
taking  stock  of  the  coals. 

"  Eh,"  she  said,  coming  into  the  kitchen 
and  putting  on  her  spectacles,  "  that  I'll  do 
fine,  and  you'll  write  me  whether  you'd  like 
to  come  back  or  no  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  returned  May,  who  felt  in 
some  unaccountable  way  that,  once  away,  her 
connection  with  Miss  Macallan  would  be  for 
ever  severed.  She  went  away  to  make  her 
preparations  for  removing  all  that  belonged 
to  her-  Whatever  Miss  Macallan's  wishes 
might  be.  May  made  up  her  mind  never  to 
return. 

The  afternoon  brought  her  an  affectionate 
note  from  Frances  Conroy,  announcing  her 
engagement,  and  adding,  "  I  assure  you,  dear 
May,  one  of  Mr.  Ogilvie's  strongest  merits  in 
my  eyes  is  his  consistent  kindness  to  you, 
which  proves  that  his  interest  in  myself  has 
been  of  long  standing."  She  then  proceeded 
to  enlarge  on  the  sensitive  pride  of  her  fiance 
which  had  long  held  him  back  from  avowing 
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his  attachment,  as  he  hesitated  to  ask  an 
heiress  hke  herself  to  share  his  humbler 
fortunes.  The  marriage  would  not  take  place 
immediately,  as  there  was  much  to  arrange, 
but  Mr.  Conroy  was  anxious  that  his  future 
son-in-law  should  be  made  known  to  the 
neighbours  and  tenantry,  as  he  hoped  that  at 
the  next  election  he  should  stand  for  the 
county.  All  through  this  epistle,  May  could 
read  the  underlying  tone  of  tenderness,  joy, 
pride,  and  her  heart  sickened  at  the  picture 
of  intended  treachery  stamped  upon  her 
memory.  Her  only  hope  for  Frances  lay  in 
the  fact  that  her  powers  of  observation  were 
neither  quick  nor  keen.  If  Ogilvie  chose  to 
take  the  trouble,  he  could  easily  blind  her  to 
the  true  state  of  afiairs. 

May  was  thankful  that  Frances  had  not 
invited  her  to  the  Chase.  She  penned  an 
affectionate  reply,  which  she  posted  on  her 
way  to  the  train.  Miss  Macallan,  to  her 
surprise,  appeared  in  her  bonnet  and  cloak. 

"  I  am  thinking,"  she  said,  "  as  two  cost  no 
more  than  one,  I  just  thought  I'd  go  with  you 
to  the  station." 
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"  Thank  you,"  said  May  gratefully.  "  It  is 
very  kind  of  you." 

"  You  have  conducted  yourself  very  well  in 
my  house,  and  I  wish  to  show  my  approbation. 
I'll  be  glad  to  hear  of  your  well-doing.  And 
I'm  more  pleased  than  I  can  well  say,  that 
you  have  respectable  friends  to  go  to." 

May  could  only  repeat  her  thanks  for  Miss 
Macallan's  kind  interest,  with  a  sort  of  passing 
wonder  why  she  should  be  so  especially  grate- 
ful for  the  respectability  of  May's  friends.  It 
was  rather  comforting  on  the  whole  to  have 
some  one  to  see  her  off,  and  she  had  never 
felt  so  friendly  to  the  unusually  gracious 
Euphemia  as  when  she  waved  adieu  to  her 
from   the   carriage   window   as    they   slowly 

moved  off. 

*  *  ♦  *  ♦ 

It  was  wonderfully  soothing  to  be  once 
more  with  Miss  Barton  in  their  quaint  old 
quarters  at  the  "  Moulin  des  Bois."  It  was 
little  over  a  year  since  May  found  a  refuge 
there  after  the  shock  of  her  father's  death. 
What  a  wonderful  experience  she  had  had 
during  that  brief  space  of  time  ! — she  seemed, 
VOL.  III.  44 
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even  to  herself,  to  have  developed  from  a 
crude,  half-educated,  half-fledged  creature, 
abashed  by  the  sense  of  her  own  insignificance, 
into  womanhood,  and  a  certain  feeling  of 
power.  If  only  she  could  blot  out  the 
memory  of  Ogilvie's  strange  outburst — his 
extraordinary  display  of  passion  and  treachery ! 
The  bitterness  of  that  moment  was  perpetually 
with  her,  and  the  effort  to  seem  unchanged 
was  weary  work.  After  some  reflection  she 
wrote  to  Ogilvie,  telling  him  of  her  iiind 
reception  by  Miss  Barton,  and  her  wish  to 
remain  where  she  was  for  some  time.  It 
would  not  be  well  to  break  off  her  communi- 
cations with  her  guardian  the  moment  he  was 
about  to  be  married.  He  replied  in  a  suitable 
and  guarded  strain,  expressed  a  hope  that  she 
would  often  visit  Frances  and  himself,  and 
assured  her  she  would  always  be  welcome  in 
their  house.  Madame  Falk  also  wrote,  ex- 
pressing her  pleasure  that  Miss  Barton  had 
the  comfort  of  May's  company. 

It  was  a  little  difficult  to  find  enough  to  do 
at  the  Mill,  and  May's  resource,  her  only 
refuge  from  thought,  was  occupation. 
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Miss  Barton  almost  wondered  at  her  feverish 
activity. 

"  My  dear,"  she  said,  "  you  are  as  hard  to 
satisfy  with  work  as  his  Satanic  Majesty  in 
the  old  legends,  where  he  is  represented 
making  a  bargain  with  some  wretched  mortal, 
who  is  to  keep  him  employed.  Only  I  can't 
imagine  you  playing  the  Devil's  part.  I  wish 
I  had  brought  down  all  my  old  garments,  you 
would  have  renovated  them  splendidly.  Did 
I  tell  you  that  Esther  has  given  me  a  lovely 
velvet  dress  ?  I  have  not  worn  it  yet,  and  I 
shall  not  know  myself  in  it." 

May  confessed  her  ignorance  of  this  event. 
A  lively  description  of  the  beauty  and  costli- 
ness of  the  garment  ensued.  Miss  Barton 
was  a  great  pedestrian,  and  rather  an  amusing 
companion.  She  had  seen  a  great  deal  of  the 
world,  and  was  a  shrewd  observer  so  far  as 
her  "  ken "  could  penetrate ;  nor  was  she 
very  merciful  in  her  judgments  ;  arguments, 
therefore,  frequently  arose  between  her  and 
her  young  companion,  which,  as  usual,  ended 
by  leaving  each  of  her  own  opinion ;  still  May 
was   deeply   grateful   to   her  for   the   useful 
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friction  of  her  society.  It  took  her  away 
from  the  morbid  indulgence  of  her  passionate 
regrets,  which  so  sorely  tempted  her.  But 
the  length  of  the  excursions  on  foot,  which 
were  nothing  to  Miss  Barton's  wiry  strength, 
tried  May  terribly.  Her  nerves  had  been 
sorely  strained,  and  the  conflict  constantly 
going  on  in  her  heart  between  the  desperate 
longing  for  a  sight  of  Ogilvie,  who  for  more 
than  a  year  had  accustomed  her  to  look  to 
him  for  all  the  brightness  and  happiness 
her  life  had  ever  known,  and  her  determined 
effort  to  put  him  out  of  her  mind,  had  made 
her  feverish  and  unable  to  eat. 

"  You  had  better  stay  where  you  are,"  said 
Miss  Barton,  one  beautiful  evening,  as  she 
came  into  the  low,  quaintly-shaped  sitting- 
room,  whose  angles  and  corners  were  the 
result  of  two  rooms  thrown  into  one,  and  she 
looked  keenly  at  May  as  she  spoke.  "  You 
are  looking  a  very  miserable  object,  and 
youVe  been  looking  worse  since  you  came 
here — how  long  ago  ?  " 

"  Nearly  three  weeks." 

"  Well,  this  fine  air  ought  to  have  set  you 
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up.  What's  the  matter  ?  Can't  you  recover 
from  the  iron  rule  of  Miss  Macallan  ?  " 

"  Do  believe  me  that  Miss  Macallan  was 
not  in  the  least  unkind.  Probably  a  long  stay 
in  London  did  not  suit  me,  but  I  will  keep  at 
home  this  evening,  for  I  feel  as  if  I  could  not 
walk." 

"  I'll  go  into  Eouen  to-morrow,  and  get 
you  a  tonic,"  said  Miss  Barton,  with  prompt 
decision.  "  But  the  evening  is  too  heavenly 
to  stay  indoors.  Here,  I'll  put  this  easy-chair 
in  the  window.  You  can  see  the  sunset  quite 
well  there.  It  will  be  glorious.  I'll  just  go 
up  to  the  old  chapel.*' 

With  brusque  kindliness  Miss  Barton  settled 
May,  gave  her  a  book,  and  went  briskly 
away.  May  tried  to  read,  but  soon  wandered 
from  the  page  before  her,  and  let  the  volume 
drop  in  her  lap.  How  long  she  had  sat  thus 
lost  in  memory  and  thought  she  did  not  know, 
but  she  was  roused  by  the  sound  of  horses' 
feet  and  wheels.  A  startling  sound  at  that 
hour  at  the  "  Moulin  des  Bois,"  when  all  the 
farm  work  was  over  for  the  day,  and  the 
delicious  restful   evening  time  reigned   over 
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field  and  wood.  Then,  the  sound  of  quick 
steps  approaching,  the  door  opened,  and  Carr 
walked  in,  smiling,  brown,  the  picture  of 
healthy  life — enough  to  scare  the  demons  of 
dejection  and  useless  regret. 

"  Mr.  Carr  !  "  cried  May,  starting  up.  "I 
am  so  glad  to  see  you.  Where  have  you 
come  from  ?  " 

"  From  London  last,"  he  returned,  shaking 
hands  with  her  cordially.  "  You  see,  my 
mother  was  anxious  to  get  her  promised  visit 
to  the  Conroys  over  before  the  house  was 
filled  for  this  wedding,  so  we  went  straight 
through  from  Milan  to  London.  I  saw  her 
off,  yesterday,  for  the  Chase — crossed  last 
night,  and  here  I  am." 

**  Miss  Barton  will  be  so  glad.  Have  you 
dined?" 

"  Yes,  I  stayed  at  Eouen  to  look  about  me 
and  dine.  My  mother,  who,  by  the  way,  is  a 
splendid  traveller,  was  anxious  to  ha^e  a 
report  of  you  both ;  and  I  want  to  consult 
with  you  on  one  or  two  matters — with  Aunt 
Sally  and  you,  too." 

"  Aunt  Sally!  "  repeated  May.     "  Do  you 
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dare  to  apply  such  a  familiar  term  to  the 
severe  Miss  Barton  ?  " 

"  Pooh !  Her  severity  is  only  skin  deep. 
You  see,  '  Miss  Barton '  is  too  formal  for  such 
near  relations  as  we  are  ;  and  '  Sarah  '  is  too 
familiar  for  a  woman  of  her  3^earg,  so  we  have 
hit  on  the  happy  medium. 

"  Will  you  have  tea  or  cofTee,  Mr.  Carr  ?  " 

"  I  can  never  resist  tea,  it's  our  mainstay 
at  home.  Here  it  seems,  it  is  not  considered 
quite  healthy.  Ah !  those  who  doubt  it 
ought  to  know  vs^hat  it  is  to  a  thirsty  traveller 
— a  hard-riding  stockman.  But  how  goes  it 
with  yourself,  Miss  Riddell ;  you  don't  look 
robust  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  am  right  enough  !  I  have  felt  the 
heat  a  good  deal,  and  I  believe  walked  a  little 
too  much  with  your  '  Aunt  Sally.'  " 

*'  She  would  knock  up  a  dozen  like  you !  " 
Looking  at  her  with  kindly  interest  as  she 
proceeded  to  ring  a  hand-bell  outside  the 
door,  which  was  answered  by  Adrienne,  who 
expressed  her  joy  at  seeing  "  Monsieur." 

While  she  went  to  fetch  the  kettle, 
May   proceeded  to    set  forth    the  tea-things. 
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which  stood  in  a  fine  old  carved  oak  cup- 
board. 

"  Here,  Miss  Eiddell,  don't  trouble  and  tire 
yourself.     I  can  do  that.     I'm  a  regular  dab 

at  tea  making,  and I  don't  like  to  see 

you  look  so  faint  and  white.  I  shall  not  let 
Aunt  Sally  wear  you  out  with  these  long 
marches  while  I  am  here." 

"  Are  you  going  to  stay  ?  " 

"  Yes,  for  a  little  bit.  Then  I  may  run  up 
to  Paris,  and  return  to  fetch  my  mother.  She 
is  looking  first-rate,  I  can  tell  you — quite  too 
young  to  have  a  big  son  like  me.  They  all 
want  me  to  go  to  the  wedding,"  he  went  on, 
reaching  up  to  a  great  china  tea-pot  on  the 
top  shelf,  and  keeping  his  back  to  May. 
"  Frances  Conroy's,  you  know ;  but  I  don't 
fancy  going." 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  May,  quite  steadily,  in  her 
usual  voice.  "  They  will  make  an  interesting 
couple." 

"Not  to  my  mind.  There  isn't  nature 
enough  about  either  of  them,"  cried  Carr, 
turning  round  and  putting  his  teapot  down 
with  something  of  a  bang. 
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"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Carr,"  said  May  laugh- 
ing; "but  that  is  far  too  large  for  two 
people.  That  is  a  representative  teapot,  and 
belongs  to  the  house.     Pray  put  it  back." 

"  All  right,"  returned  Carr.  "  No  ;  I  don't 
care  about  the  wedding.  Ogilvie  is  such  a 
cool  hand ;  he  is  marrying  for  money,  of 
course,  and — well,  I  never  liked  him — nor  he 
me." 

"How  can  you  possibly  tell?  If,  as  you 
confess,  you  do  not  like  him,  you  cannot 
judge  him  fairly." 

"  Why  not,  Miss  Eiddell  ?  I  do  not  fancy 
I  am  unjust." 

"  You  may  be,  without  knowing  it." 

"  At  any  rate,  I  don't  like  to  see  any  girl 
married  for  her  money.  You  cannot  believe 
Ogilvie  is  in  love  with  her  ?  " 

"  How  should  I  know  ?  Some  men  never 
are  in  love,  and  Mr.  Ogilvie  looks  like  that 
kind  of  man." 

"  Then  they  are  curiously-constructed 
animals,"  said  Carr,  taking  his  place  at  the 
table,  as  Adrienne  brought  in  the  kettle  and 
a  plate  of  delicate  "  tartines,"  with  another 
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of  watercress.  "  A  man  who  does  not  fall  in 
love  is  an  inhuman  monster.  I  have  always 
been  in  love  with  someone,  except  when  there 
was  no  one  to  fall  in  love  with.  At  present  I 
am  in  love  with  my  mother."  And  he 
laughed  frankly. 

"  The  best  love  of  all,"  said  May,  with  a 
low  sigh.  "  Of  one  thing  I  am  quite  sure,  Mr. 
Ogilvie  will  always  be  nice  and  considerate 
to  his  wife.     He  is  too  well-bred " 

"  Nice  and  considerate !  "  interrupted  Carr. 
"  That's  not  my  idea  of  a  husband.  I  should 
want  a  little  more  '  fire  and  tow '  than  that  if 
I  were  a  girl.  And,  now  tell  me — if  I  am 
not  taking  a  liberty  in  asking — have  you 
parted  company  with  your  friend,  Meg  Merri- 
lies,  in  Granby  Eoad  ?  " 

"  Yes.  She  did  not  want  me  much  and " 

she  paused. 

"  I  should  think  she  did  not ! "  empha- 
tically ;  and  May  was  a  little  struck  with  his 
tone,  and  the  slight  knitting  of  his  brow.  "  I 
never  saw  a  woman  who  gave  me  so  much 
the  idea  of  greed.  She  would  sell  her  soul 
for  gain." 
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"  Perhaps  so,  if  she  had  one  to  sell." 

"  True,"  said  Carr,  smiling. 

"  At  all  events,  we  parted  friends,  and  have 
since  bidden  each  other  a  final  farewell  by 
letter." 

"  That's  right.  Now  I  earnestly  hope  you 
will  stay  with  my  mother,  at  any  rate  while 
she  is  in  France.  You  suit  her  well,  3^ou 
understand  her,  and  she  is  deucedly  fond  of 
you  ;  I  know  she  is.     Another  cup,  please." 

May  gave  it  to  him  with  a  friendly  smile. 
There  was  an  indescribable  atmosphere  of 
healthy,  joyous  life  about  Carr,  which  was 
quite  contagious,  and  acted  like  an  invigorat- 
ing sea  breeze.  May  yielded  to  the  influ- 
ence, and  for  awhile  forgot  the  present.  Soon 
Carr  was  describing  his  own  and  liis  mother's 
journey  through  Switzerland  to  the  Italian 
lakes. 

"I  wish  you  had  been  with  us,  Miss 
Eiddell,"  he  concluded.  "  You  would  have 
been  enchanted.  But  I  am  sure  my  mother 
will  go  again,  and  then  she  will  take  you  with 
her.  By  the  way,  you  speak  French  like  a 
native.     Do   you   think   you    could   get   the 


172  FOUND  WANTING. 

natives  here  to  give  me  a  room  ?  I  want  to 
stay  a  few  days,  and  it  is  a  long  way  to  come 
to  and  fro  to  Eouen  every  day." 

"  That  will  be  very  nice,"  said  May  plea- 
santly. "  In  Miss  Barton's  absence  I  will 
ask  Adrienne  to  arrange  matters."  So 
Adrienne  was  called,  and  given  carte  blanche 
in  the  transaction. 

Before  Adrienne  returned  Miss  Barton 
came  in  from  her  walk,  and  was  equally 
delighted  and  astonished  to  find  Carr,  gazing 
with  May  at  the  sunset  glories,  as  the  life- 
giving  orb  sank  behind  the  range  of  low  hills, 
which  hemmed  in  the  valleys  to  the  west, 
touching  the  tops  of  the  poplars  with  gold, 
and  sending  a  parting  gleam  to  quiver  on  the 
mill-stream. 

Before  the  explanation  of  his  appearance 
was  completed  Adrienne  came  to  announce 
volubly  that  Madame  "  La  proprietaire  "  had 
a  "chambre,"  jbut  a  chamber  of  a  luxurious 
description,  which  she  would  permit  monsieur 
to  occupy  for  the  infinitesimal  charge  of 
twenty  francs  a  week. 

"Twenty   francs   a   week,"   repeated   Miss 
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Barton.  "Fiddle-de-dee.  Twelve  would  be 
about  the  mark.  And,  Bernard,  if  you  do 
come  here,  what  on  earth  will  you  do  with 
that  grand  gentleman's  gentleman  of  yours  ?  " 

"You  don't  suppose  I  am  going  to  be 
bothered  with  him.  Aunt  Sally  ?  He  is  useful 
as  a  travelling-servant ;  but  I  began  the  use 
of  such  fine  things  as  valets  too  late  in  life, 
not  to  find  them  more  in  the  way  than  of  use, 
so  I  have  sent  him  on  to  Paris  to  wait  for  me 
till  I  want  him.  Can't  we  get  some  kind  of 
shandrydan  to  drive  about  in  ?  I  fancy  you 
have  been  walking  Miss  Eiddell  to  death. 

"  My  dear  Bernard,  what  an  exaggeration. 
Why,  May  could  walk  me  down  any  day. 
She  looks  pale  chiefly  because  she  does  not 
walk  enough." 

"  Well,  Aunt  Sally,  we'll  see  what  driving 
will  do  to  bring  back  her  roses — not  that  she 
ever  had  many,"  with  a  kindly  glance  at  her  ; 
"  or  rather  hers  were  the  roses  of  York." 

"  Come,"  said  Miss  Barton,  "  let  us  look  at 

this  room  they  offer  you,  and  see  if  it  is  fit  to 

occupy." 

iie  «  «  «  « 
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This  was  the  beginning  of  better  times. 
Carr  proved  a  pleasant  companion,  his 
simple  tastes  and  sound  common-sense  made 
him  easily  satisfied  in  the  matter  of  entertain- 
ment. He  managed  to  find  a  conveyance 
and  horse  that  he  could  hire — as  rich,  ener- 
getic men  generally  do  succeed  in  finding 
whatever  they  want — and  one  of  the  miller's 
sons  was  well  pleased  to  act  as  groom  for  a 
consideration.  Thus  equipped,  they  went  far 
afield,  and  saw  a  great  deal  of  the  country  ; 
and  though  May's  roses  were  slow  in  return- 
ing, she  began  to  look  brighter  and  more 
like  what  she  was  during  her  brief  visit  to 
Paris.  Miss  Barton  sometimes  wondered  at 
Carr's  perfect  contentment  with  so  placid 
and  monotonous  a  life.  He  talked  of 
going  up  to  Paris,  but  he  was  in  no  hurry 
to  go,  and  made  himself  as  agreeable 
and  useful  as  he  possibly  could,  even  read- 
ing aloud  to  his  companions  occasionally, 
when  a  wet  evening  kept  them  in  the 
house. 

"I  wish,"  he  said  to  May  one  day  after 
luncheon,  when  they  happened   to  be  alone 
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together,  ''  I  wish  you  would  call  me  Ber- 
nard." 

"  It  does  not  seem  natural  to  call  you  any- 
thing but  Mr.  Carr." 

"  Well,  I  wish  you  would  ;  you  see  I  cannot 
call  you  by  your  Christian  name  if  you  will 
not  use  mine.  It  would  be  presumptuous, 
and  it  comes  to  my  lips  much  more  readily 
than  Miss  Eiddell.  I  always  think  of  you  as 
May." 

"  Oh,  call  me  May  if  you  like  ;  as  dear 
Madame  Talk's  son,  you  can  call  me  anything 
you  choose." 

"  And,  as  Madame  Falk's  adopted  daughter, 
you  ought  to  call  me  Bernard  ! " 

"  Very  well,  I  will  when  I  think  of  it." 

"Thank  you.  Well,  then  May  (it's  an 
awfully  nice  name) " 

"  It  is  not  bad  while  I  am  quite  young,  but 
it  will  sound  rather  silly  when  I  am  forty  or 

fifty." 

"  Not  it.  But  I  was  going  to  say,  I  want 
to  take  your  advice  about  a  matter  of  some 
importance,  at  least,  to  me." 

'*  I   am  sure  it  is  quite  at   your   service, 
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though  I  don't  suppose  it  will  be  of  much 
value.  You  have  had  far  more  experience 
than  I  have,  and  know  more." 

"I  am  going  to  say  what  many  would 
think  rude.  Somehow,  you  seem  to  me  as  old, 
or  nearly  as  old,  as  myself.  Here,  let  me 
hold  that  for  you."  "  That  "  was  a  skein  of 
silk,  which  she  was  trying  to  wind  by  passing 
it  round  a  chair-back. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Ma}^  removing  it  to 
his  outstretched,  exceedingly  brown,  strong 
hands.  "  I  think,  on  the  whole,  you  seem 
younger  to  me  than  myself." 

"  Come,  that  is  not  very  complimentary 
either.  Why,  there  must  be  ten  years 
between  us  ;  but  never  mind  that.  Will  you 
come  with  me  to  the  council  chamber — that 
opening  in  the  woods  up  above  there,  where 
we  get  a  glimpse  of  Eouen  ?  There's  a  log 
or  two  we  can  sit  on,  and  I  don't  want  Aunt 
Sally ;  she  is  talking  of  going  into  the  town 
to-day." 

"  Very  well,"  returned  May,  winding  dili- 
gently. "  I  feel  quite  eager  to  know  what 
the  '  matter  '  is." 
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"  Are  you  coming  to  Eouen  with  me,  May," 
asked  Miss  Barton  returning. 

"  No ! "  exclaimed  Carr,  "  she  is  coming 
with  me.  I  want  to  talk  to  her  about  one  or 
two  things — we  will  tell  you  all  about  it 
after." 

"  Very  well,  but  who  is  to  drive  me  ?  "  said 
Miss  Barton,  while  she  inwardly  ejaculated  : 

"  Good  Lord !  is  he  going  to  propose  for 
her  ?     He  never  seems  a  bit  like  a  lover." 

"  I'll  tell  Victor  to  go,  will  that  do.  Aunt 
Sally  ?  " 

Half-an-hour  afterwards.  May  and  her  client 
had  mounted  to  the  point  of  view  Carr  had 
chosen  for  a  council  chamber.  She  seated 
herself  on  the  trunk  of  a  prostrate  tree : 

"  Now,  Mr.  Carr — I  mean  Bernard — go  on." 

"  You  are  not  tired,  are  you  ?  " 

"  Not  at  all ;  I  am  quite  prepared  to  lend 
you  my  ears  and  my  brains." 

"  It  is  quite  heavenly  here,"  said  Carr,  with 
a  sigh  of  content. 

May  did  not  answer,  and  he  resumed  : 

"  You  see,  I  had  quite  made  up  my  mind 
to  carry  the  mother  back  to  Australia  with 
VOL.  III.  45 
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me,  and  put  her  at  the  head  of  my  house.     I 
fancied  she  would  like  it  because  I  did,  and 
she  did  not  like  to  say  no — at  any  rate   at 
first — now  I  have  been  so  much  more  with 
her,    and   come   to   know   her   well,  I  have 
perceived  some  difficulties.     First,  though  I 
think  she  is  fond  of  me,  and  as  sweet  and  kind 
as  a  woman  can  be,  she  doesn't  love  me  as 
she  would  a  son  that  had  grown  up  with  her. 
It  used  to  make  me  rather  miserable,  but  the 
more  I  think  of  her,  the  more  I  see  that  it  is 
my   misfortune,    not   her    fault.      I    always 
wished  for  a  mother,  and  was  ready  to  jump 
at  such  a  one  as  mine.     Now,  nothing  could 
bring  back  to  her  the  child  she  had  lost  in  its 
babyhood,"  he  sighed.     "  This  is  but  natural, 
so  I  never  could  make  up  to  her  in  a  new 
country  what  she  leaves  behind.     The  social 
life,  the  companionship  of  Aunt  Sally — who 
is  a  good  soul,  but  whose  company  does  not 
give  me  the  keenest  pleasure.     Now  you  know 
my  mother  well.     How  say  you,  would  it  not 
be  truer  kindness  to  establish  her  comfortably 
in  Paris,  and  come  over  to  see  her  sometimes, 
than  to  drag  her  across  the  wide  ocean  to  a 
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land  of  strangers  ?  Aunt  Sally  won't  commit 
herself  to  any  opinion  ;  she  says  she  is  not 
disinterested  enough,  but  you — you  will  give 
me  a  sound  opinion  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  can,"  said  Ma}^  gravely,  "  though 
I  am  not  disinterested.  My  advice  is  :  leave 
your  mother  in  Paris,  she  w^ill  be  happier  ; 
and  of  course  you  will  marry,  then  she  must 
give  way  to  your  wife.  It  is  better  to  leave 
her  in  the  home  she  is  accustomed  to." 

"  I  believe  you  are  right.  May,"  said  Carr, 
after  a  short  pause.  "  She  has  had  a  cruel 
life  of  it !  and  I  too  am  a  sufferer,  for  we  have 
been  robbed  of  each  other !  but  Australia 
must  be  my  home.  The  land  made  me,  and 
I  owe  a  duty  to  it  which  I  will  try  to  pay." 

He  was  silent  for  a  minute,  and  then  broke 
out  with  sudden  cheerfulness  : 

"  I  tell  you  what  we  will  do ;  she  will  be 
three  or  four  weeks  longer  in  England,  we'll 
go  up  to  Paris  the  day  after  to-morrow  and 
choose  a  nice  apartment  for  her,  furnish  it  as 
she  would  like — you  and  Aunt  SaUy  can 
manage  that — move  all  her  favourite  traps 
from  the  Rue  de  Yielle  Cour,  and  when  she 

45* 
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arrives,  drive  her  straight  to  her  new  home. 
If  I  offer  it  to  her  she  may  refuse,  so  we  will 
give  her  no  choice,  eh  ?  " 

"  I  think  it  is  a  lovely  plan,  Bernard,  and 
you  are  a  good,  generous-hearted  fellow  to 
think  of  it,"  cried  May,  turning  her  moist 
eyes  to  his. 

"  Your  hand  on  it,  May.  We'll  have  a 
jolly  room  for  you,"  he  added,  holding  it 
firmly  for  a  moment,  "  for  you  must  stay  with 
my  mother  till  some  lucky  fellow  persuades 
you  to  marry  him !  " 

"  Or  she  turns  me  out,"  said  May,  laughing. 

"  I  am  not  afraid  of  that." 

They  rose  and  began  to  walk  on  slowly  and 
in  silence,  till  Carr  asked : 

"  Has  Ogilvie  resigned  his  guardianship  ?  " 

"  The  guardianship  has  resigned  him,  I  am 
of  age." 

"  Ah !  indeed.  I  suppose  you  and  Aunt  S. 
couldn't  manage  to  go  to  Paris  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed  !  What  fiery  haste  you 
are  in." 


CHAPTEE  YIII. 

"SETTING     UP     HOUSE." 

If  Ogilvie's  avowal  had  chilled  May's  heart 
with  cruel  disappointment,  and  dulled  her 
spirit  by  the  far-reaching  doubt  his  conduct 
threw  over  every  one  and  every  thing,  he  had 
by  no  means  escaped  his  share  of  suffering. 

He  was  desperately  mortified  ;  he  had  never 
had  such  a  check  before.  Women  had  never 
attracted  him  very  much,  even  as  playthings, 
though  he  had  had  a  fair  share  of  experience 
in  their  ways  and  weaknesses,  but  his  feelings 
for  May  were  not  unworthy  the  name  of  love. 
He  enjoyed  her  companionship  almost  as 
much  as  he  was  stirred  and  melted  by  the 
delicate  charm  of  her  distinct  personality. 
He  had  indulged  in  the  rare  delight  of  being 
her  most  trusted  friend,  of  slowly,  surely 
winning  her,  until  it  was  intolerable  to  give 
her  up.     And  he  thought  he  had  established 
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his  influence  over  her  so  entirely  that  he 
never  dreamed  she  could  part  with  him. 

That  she  was  not  a  mere  echo,  he  was  well 
aware,  but  that  she  should  differ  with  him  on 
this  point — a  point  so  vital  to  them  both — was 
what  he  could  not  anticipate. 

It  must  be  admitted,  that  his  strongest 
sensation  was  anger — contemptuous  anger,  as 
he  recalled  her  words,  her  strong  emotion 
during  their  last  interview.  For  what  a  mere 
phantom  she  had  robbed  him  (and  herself)  of 
what  had  been  the  deepest  joy  of  his  life — a 
joy  that  would  have  cost  her  nothing — at 
least,  probably  nothing  !  She  had  condemned 
him  to  the  unrelieved  hardness  of  a  mere 
official  ambitious  existence,  rendered  still 
more  stony  by  the  presence  in  his  dwelling 
(not  home)  of  a  wife  who  bored  him,  and 
whatever  his  doubts  that  the  platonic  affec- 
tion he  professed  for  her  might  not  one  day 
incarnate  itself  into  a  mere  human  passion, 
no  anticipation  of  such  a  development  ever 
crossed  her  mind,  he  was  sure  of  that.  And 
for  an  over-strained,  high-flown  scruple  about 
disloyalty  to  Frances    she  tore  herself  from 
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him,  and  crushed  the  fair  edifice  of  future 
happiness  he  had  so  carefully  constructed, 
under  her  feet.  The  strength  of  principle 
which  inspired  May,  the  resolution  with 
which  she  had  sacrificed  herself  to  it,  excited 
no  admiration  nor  sense  of  his  own  inferiority 
in  Ogilvie.  She  was,  he  decided,  both  weak 
and  strong  in  the  wrong  directions,  and  she 
had  thus  destroyed  his  hopes.  In  all  these 
reflections,  the  one  remedy  for  the  present 
hopeless  condition  of  things  never  suggested 
itself.  He  never  put  the  question :  "  Why 
did  I  not  give  up  some  of  my  ambition,  and 
link  my  life  with  this  sweet  woman,  whose 
presence  is  like  a  strain  of  harmony,  whose 
sympathy  is  like  rain  upon  a  thirsty  land — to 
my  rather  arid  soul  ?  "  Marriage,  however, 
might  have  tarnished  all  this  sentiment,  and 
the  rust  of  legality  eaten  away  the  links  which 
united  their  spirits. 

The  receipt  of  May's  letter  embittered  him 
still  more.  She  was  evidently  quite  unshaken 
in  her  intentions,  and  he  felt  that  there  was 
nothing  for  it  but  to  let  her  go.  It  was  no 
wonder   therefore   that    his    expression   was 
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somewhat  forbidding — or  what  she  called 
"dour" — when  he  called  on  Miss  Macallan 
about  a  fortnight  after  May  had  left  her. 

He  bid  his  kinswoman  an  icy  "Good 
morning,"  when  she  rose  from  her  everlasting 
accounts  to  meet  him,  and  begged  him  to  sit 
down,  with  the  deference  she  always  showed 
her  successful  relative. 

"  Thank  you — I  have  not  many  minutes  to 
stay.  So  you  and  Miss  Riddell  have  parted  ! 
Pray,  what  did  you  do  to  scare  her  away  ?  " 

"  Eh,  cousin  Ogilvie,  I  never  scared  her.  I 
was  very  sorry  to  let  her  go,  for  every  reason  ; 
but  hoping  to  let  my  house " 

"  Which  you  do  not  seem  to  have  done,"  he 
interrupted. 

"  No,  after  no  end  o'  '  havers  '  the  negoci- 
ation  fell  through.  The  Glasgow  body  was 
very  close-fisted,  not  to  say  mean,  and  just 
haggled  over  an  additional  guinea  a  week." 

"  So  you  lost  the  substance  for  the  shadow," 
put  in  Ogilvie,  ''  but  that's  your  own  affair. 
About  Miss  Eiddell  ?  " 

"  Don't  you  think  we  didn't  part  in  kind- 
ness !     I  went  with  her  to  the  station,  and  we 
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both  thought  she  would  come  back,  but  those 
greedy  French  people  she  is  so  fond  of  have 
got  hold  of  her,  and  no  doubt  will  be  glad  of 
the  bit  siller  you " 

"  You  will  oblige  me  by  never  naming  this 
subject  even  to  myself,"  broke  in  Ogilvie  with 
sudden  severity.  "  If  you  do,  depend  on  me — 
you  will  regret  it !  Have  I  your  promise  ?  I 
know  you  are  no  blab." 

"  You  only  do  me  justice,  cousin.  I  promise 
you  faithfully." 

"  Then  tell  me  what  I  am  in  your  debt,  and 
let  me  finish  this  matter  ;  I  do  not  want  to 
exchange  any  letters  on  the  subject.  I  believe 
I  have  sent  you  three  or  four.  Have  you  kept 
them  ?  " 

"  Well,  yes — I  rarely  destroy  a  business 
letter." 

"  I  am  glad  you  did  ;  pray  be  so  good  as  to 
give  them  to  me.  I  know  exactly  what  I 
have  written.  I  mean  no  incivility, 
Euphemia,  but  I  mean  to  guard  against 
mistakes." 

"  Eh !  well,  maybe  you're  right ;  make  all 
safe  if  you're  going  to  be  married,"  returned 
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Eupliemia,  with  a  sidelong  malicious  glance 
that  irritated  her  interlocutor  almost  beyond 
endurance. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  he  asked,  flashing  a 
look  of  fiery  wrath  at  her,  well  calculated  to 
rout  an  ordinary  spinster,  but  Euphemia  had  a 
strong  Scotch  backbone. 

"  Indeed,  cousin,  that's  the  very  question 
I've  been  w^aiting  to  ask  yourself,  for  now 
you're  going  to  wed,  and  I  find  the  poor  bit 
lassie  has  nothing  of  her  own,  your  remarkable 
liberality  has  just  puzzled  me." 

Ogilvie  gazed  at  her  for  an  instant,  as  if 
he  would  have  liked  to  silence  her  for  ever. 

"  Pray  be  so  good  as  to  give  me  my  letters," 
he  reiterated  icily. 

"  Certainly."  She  very  deliberately  took  a 
large  bunch  of  keys  from  her  key  basket, 
chose  one,  crossed  the  room  to  a  solid-looking 
bureau,  opened  it,  opened  one  or  two  small 
drawers  and  produced  a  small  parcel  of  letters 
and  a  slip  of  paper. 

'^^  There,"  she  said,  handing  the  letters  to 
him,  "  that's  all  I  ever  had." 

Ogilvie  looked  over  them  with  some  care. 
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"  Yes,"  he  returned,  "  they  are  all  right," 
and  he  glanced  at  the  fireplace. 

"  Naw !  "  said  Miss  Macallan — an  energetic 
Scotch  no.  "  There's  no  fire,  and  dinna  go  for 
to  tear  them  to  bits,  and  leave  them.  How  do 
you  know  but  I'd  stick  them  together  again  ?  " 

Her  Scotch  accent  grew  very  strong  in 
moments  of  anger. 

"I  did  not  intend  to  ofiend  you, 
Euphemia,"  said  Ogilvie  more  civilly — true  to 
the  diplomatic  instinct,  not  to  make  an  enemy 
if  possible.  "  You  know  I  have  the  greatest 
confidence  in  you,  but  it  is  impossible  to  fore- 
see into  whose  hands  letters  might  fall,  and 
you  yourself  would  take  a  similar  precaution. 
Now  what  do  I  owe  you  ?  " 

"  Ah,  well,"  looking  at  the  paper  she  held, 
"  it's  just  a  trifle  of  five  pounds  two  shillings 
and  sevenpence  halfpenny — but  five  pounds 
two  shillings  will  do,  I  hate  to  be  grasping. 
There's  the  particulars  if  you  like  to  look  at 
them." 

"  No,  certainly  not,"  cried  Ogilvie,  throwing 
down  six  beautiful  gold  pieces,  the  smallest  of 
which  Miss  Macallan  took  up. 


188  FOUND  WANTING. 

"I'm  just  wondering  if  I  have  change  for 
ten  shiUings  ?  "  she  said  gravely. 

"  Pray  don't  trouble  yourself." 

"  Well,  then,  I'll  put  paid  to  that  little 
account." 

"  No — it's  of  no  consequence,"  exclaimed 
Ogilvie,  catching  it  up  and  putting  it  with  the 
letters  in  his  pocket.  "  Good-bye,  Euphemia — 
thank  you  for  the  care  you  bestowed  on  Miss 
Eiddell." 

"  She  was  a  nice  douce  girlie,  and  I  hope 
she  will  do  well.  I  doubt  those  people  at  the 
other  side  will  do  as  cheap  and  moderate  for 
her  as  I  did." 

"  Well,  yes — you  know  Madame  Falk  has 
come  into  a  fortune,  and  means  to  adopt  her. 
That's  the  reason  I  am  out  of  it.'' 

"Ay,  and  a  good  thing  too.  Aweel,  my 
best  wishes,  cousin  Ogilvie,  for  your  happiness 
and  that  of  your  bonnie  bride — and  she  is 
bonnie,  I've  seen  her,  you  know — and  just  try 
and  keep  your  temper,  mon.  You  did  not 
speak  quite  respectful  just  now,  but  blood  is 
thicker  than  water,  so  I'll  overlook  it  and  keep 
your  counsel." 
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Ogilvie  thanked  her  and  they  parted  better 
friends  than  could  have  been  expected  from  the 
opening  of  the  interview. 

***** 

May  had  never  before  known  what  it  was 
to  work  at  high  pressure,  but  Carr,  having 
enlisted  her  and  his  much- enduring  Aunt  Sally 
in  his  service,  was  determined  not  to  let  the 
grass  grow  under  his  feet. 

The  day  but  one  after  he  had  held  council 
with  May  they  were  whisked  off  to  Paris  by 
an  early  train,  luncheon  being  served  en  route 
in  luxurious  style,  and  on  arriving  they  found 
a  carriage  and  Carr's  servant  waiting  for 
them,  while  the  concierge,  and  the  rooms  in 
the  Eue  de  Yielle  Cour  were  equally  ready  for 
their  reception. 

No  sooner  had  Miss  Barton  and  May  taken 
off  their  out-door  garments  than  Carr  ex- 
claimed : 

"  Suppose  you  have  a  cup  of  tea  and  come 
out  ?  It's  only  four.  We  might  look  at  some 
apartments  and  have  a  glance  at  that  furniture 
shop  in  the  Eue  de  la  Paix,  or  call  at  that 
general  agency  place  in  the  Eue  Castighone, 
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and  dine  at  Ladoyen's  after — you  know  there 
is  no  time  to  lose." 

"  Mercy  !  "  cried  Miss  Barton,  "  don't  let  us 
expend  our  strength  in  this  vague  way,  we 
can  do  nothino-  till  to  morrow.  If  you  are 
inclined  to  be  active,  go  round  to  Arthur's 
and  get  a  list  of  apartments,  it's  rather  a  good 
time  to  look  for  them  ;  but,  Bernard,  my  dear 
boy,  do  not  engage  a  palace,  your  mother 
would  be  miserable  in  a  huge  place — a  good 
apartment  of  five  or  six  pieces  is  about  the 
mark,  isn't  it,  May  ?  and  then  w^e  will  have 
great  pleasure  in  dining  with  you,  if  you  will 
come  back  with  us.  Then  to-morrow  we'll  set 
to  work  in  earnest,  we  can  do  nothing  until 
we  have  fixed  on  an  apartment." 

"  Quite  impossible  !  "  echoed  May. 

"Then  let  us  go   to  the  theatre    or " 

returned  Carr. 

"  Oh,  no,  it  will  be  far  nicer  to  sit  under 
the  trees  and  listen  to  the  cafe  chantant 
music,"  urged  May. 

"All  right,"  said  Carr. 

"  You  and  May  can,"  added  Miss  Barton, 
"  but  I  must  come  back  to   arrange   things 
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with     Adrienne,    who     cannot     arrive     till 
eight." 

"  All  right,"  said  Carr  again,  and  catching 
up  his  hat  departed  with  a  cheerful  counten- 
ance. 

When  he  returned  to  fetch  his  guests,  he 
brought  with  him  a  list  of  at  least  fifty  apart- 
ments, all  in  the  near  neighbourhood  of  the 
Champs  Elysee,  the  Madeleine  or  St.  Au- 
gustin,  the  rents  of  which  made  Miss  Barton 
"  hold  her  breath  for  a  time."  After  dinner 
they  had  a  careful  examination  of  the 
catalogue,  and  selecting  about  ten  which 
might  suit,  agreed  to  start  early  next  morn  \ 
ing  to  inspect  them.  "  Then  to-morrow  we 
shall  choose  the  abode,  and  I  suppose  in  a 
week  we  can  get  the  furniture — an  extra 
week  for  tittivating — and  then  I  can  fetch  my 
mother  and " 

"  Bless  the  boy,  what  a  hurry  he  is  in !  " 
cried  Miss  Barton,  interrupting  him.  "  I 
shall  be  ready  to  hunt  up  rooms  to-morrow 
at  ten  a.m.,  and  once  we  have  got  them,  we 
will  go  on  at  a  great  pace.  Now,  Bernard,  I 
must  go." 
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Carr  sent  for  a  fiacre^  and  handed  his  Aunt 
Sally  in  with  much  care.  "  Now,"  he  said  to 
May,  "  let  us  have  a  stroll  in  the  moonlight." 
She  readily  assented,  and  they  walked  slowly 
towards  the  Arc  de  Triomphe.  It  was  a 
delicious  dry,  warm  night ;  the  music  from 
cafes  chantant  floated  on  the  air,  softened  and 
refined  by  distance,  and  the  fountains  at  the 
Eonde  Point  looked  silvery  beneath  the 
moonbeams. 

"  You  are  lagging,"  said  Carr  to  his  com- 
panion, "  I  am  a  brute  to  drag  you  all  this 
way." 

"  I  am  only  pleasantly  tired,"  said  May, 
"  and  enjoy  this  delightful  night,  I  assure 
you." 

"  Well,  sit  down  here  and  enjoy  it  without 
fatigue,"  and  finding  an  unoccupied  bench 
they  rested  there  for  some  moments  in 
silence.  May's  thoughts  flew  far  away,  to 
the  last  walk  she  had  taken  with  Ogilvie  in 
Kensington  Gardens,  the  guarded  tenderness 
with  which  he  had  spoken,  the  veiled  passion 
of  his  tones.  How  could  she  have  foreseen 
that    all    this   delicate    consideration   would 
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liave  ended  as  it  did,  by  his  asking  her  to  be 
his  accomphce  in  cheating  his  wife  ;  and  yet 
how  charming  he  was,  how  sympathetic ! 
Nevertheless,  she  earnestly  and  honestly 
hoped  she  might  never  see  him  again.  What 
pain  the  wish  gave  her  !  Absorbed  in  these 
thoughts  she  did  not  perceive  that  Carr  was 
watching  her  closely  ;  the  moist  eyes  glitter- 
ing under  their  long  lashes,  the  lips  slightly 
apart,  an  occasional  quiver  passing  over  the 
soft  red  lips,  the  sad  expression  of  her  young 
face  touched  him. 

"  The  moonlight  is  very  beautiful,"  he  said, 
*'  but  somehow  it  makes  one  melancholy." 

"  Perhaps  it  does,"  replied  May,  rousing 
herself.  "  I  suppose  few  can  reach  even  my 
age  without  having  stored  up  some  sad 
memories." 

"  Do  not  think  of  them,  May  ?  "  said  Carr, 
gently  and  kindly.  "  I  hope  your  life  will 
be  smooth  and  happy.  It  is  not  for  me  to 
intrude  myself  on  j^our  confidence  or  your 
plans,  but  I  do  not  think  my  mother  will  let 
you  leave  her,  and  it  will  be  a  kindness  on 
your  part  to  stay.  You  know  she  is  fonder 
VOL.  III.  46 
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of  you  than  of  me.  Oh,  it  is  quite  natural,  I 
can  do  but  little  for  her,  yet  she  iikea  m^ 
much  better  than  she  did." 

"  She  must  love  you ! "  cried  May  with 
conviction,  "  you  are  so  sympathetic,  so  eager 
to  do  everything  for  her." 

Carr  smiled  a  rather  mischievous  smile. 

"  I  am  glad  you  think  so,"  he  said.  "  It  is 
a  comfort  to  hear  you  say  it :  Come  on  a 
little  further  and  have  a  look  down  this 
beautiful  avenue.  Then  we'll  find  a  fiacre 
and  drive  home." 

"  She  is  breaking  her  heart  over  some- 
thing," he  thought  as  they  strolled  on.  "  Is 
it  about  that  black-browed  fellow  Ogilvie  r 
she  must  be  cured  of  such  a  heart-break  " 

Distrait  though  she  was,  May  could  not 
but  perceive  the  tender  care  he  bestowed 
upon  her,  and  she  thanked  God  for  having 
given  her  such  true  friends  in  her  time  of 
sore  trouble. 

After  this  little  episode,  there  was  no  more 
time  for  sentiment  or  soothing.  Miss  Barton 
and  May  were  rushed  about  from  apartments 
to  upholsterers,  to  decorators,  to  tapissiers,  to 
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china  stores,  to  hric-a-brac  shops,  to  every 
possible  estabHshment  where  household  goods 
could  be  bought,  until  they  begged  breath. 
Although  Carr  did  not  like  to  order  anything 
without  his  coadjutors,  yet  he  had  opinions 
and  tastes  of  his  own — very  good  taste.  He 
by  no  means  went  in  for  gorgeous  costhness, 
quiet  harmonious  colouring  pleased  him.  A 
very  pleasant  abode  was  selected  at  the  well- 
known  corner  of  the  Champs  Elysees  and  the 

Avenue   M where    the    large    windows 

admitted  abundant  light  and  air,  and  a  good 
balcony  afforded  room  for  a  hanging  garden, 
so  plentiful  was  the  array  of  flowers  Carr 
caused  to  be  placed  there. 

Perhaps  no  occupation  could  have  been 
devised  which  so  thoroughly  interested  May, 
and  drew  her  out  of  herself,  as  this  task  of 
assisting  to  prepare  a  delightful  home  for  her 
valued  friend,  Madame  Falk.  The  constant 
companionship  of  Carr  acted  like  a  tonic. 
There  was  something  bright  and  breezy  about 
him.  He  loved  spending  his  money — not  in 
wasting  it — for  he  had  a  shrewd  idea  of 
getting  the  worth  of  it.      And  what  magic 

46* 
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seemed  to  be  in  the  power  of  gold  !  Carr 
never  appeared  to  be  kept  waiting  for 
anything. 

"  You  have  really  done  wonders  in  a 
fortnight,  Bernard,"  said  May,  as  they  sur- 
veyed the  result  of  their  labours  in  the  new 
apartment  while  waiting  for  Miss  Barton,  who 
had  promised  to  meet  them  there.  Constant 
companionship  in  the  same  occupation  had 
made  them  familiar  friends. 

"  We  have  done  wonders.  May !  you  are  a 
capital  assistant.  Now  I  want  you  and  Aunt 
Sally  to  have  a  good  look  round,  and  see 
that  nothing  is  wanting.  I  had  a  letter  from 
my  mother  this  morning.  She  has  been  over- 
persuaded  to  stay  for  the  wedding,  which 
seems  to  have  been  hurried  on  tremendously, 
so  I  must  go  to  it,  too.  I  shall  go  across  one 
day  next  week  ;  it  is  to  be  on  the  second  of 
August.  Directly  it  is  over  we  will  return 
and  I  shall  take  my  mother  straight  here." 

"  Do  you  know,  Bernard,  I  think  she  had 
better  come  to  her  old  house  first,  it  would 
be  a  sort  of  shock  to  find  all  this  prepared 
for  her  after  her  journey,  and  she  is  fond  of 
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the  old  place  ;  she  has  fought  a  good  fight 
there,  and  there  are  lots  of  old  things  she 
would  like  to  take  with  her.  Don't  buy  any 
more,  Bernard,  and  let  dear  Madame  Talk 
come  home  to  us.  Then  the  next  day  bring 
her  here,  you  two  alone,  and  tell  her  how 
you  have  resigned  the  pleasure  of  her  society 
because  you  feel  she  would  be  happier  among 
old  friends  and  associations.  She  will  be 
grateful  to  you  I  am  sure." 

"  Don't  use  the  word  grateful  ! "  cried 
Carr.  "  Think  of  the  debt  I  owe  her  on  my 
father's  account — think  of  the  wrongs  she 
has  endured." 

May  was  silent  for  a  moment,  offering  her 
hand  to  her  companion  in  token  of  sympathy  ; 
he  pressed  it  hard  for  a  moment,  and  then 
rose  to  see  if  a  tempting  settee  would  not 
look  better  in  another  position. 

"  I  have  only  one  more  suggestion  to 
make,  Bernard,"  she  said.  "  Go  to  the  best 
photographer  you  can  find,  and  get  a  really 
good  picture  of  yourself,  to  leave  with 
Madame  Talk." 

"  To  leave  ?  "  he  repeated.     "  You  all  seem 
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quite  contented  that,  having  found  a  family, 
I  should  be  sent  off  into  solitude  again." 

"  What  a  cross  speech  !  Why,  Bernard, 
you  know  every  one  would  be  but  too  glad  if 
you  would  stay  in  France  or  England." 

"  Yes  !  I  am  rather  a  cross-grained  brute  ! 
It  is  of  my  own  will  I  go,  and  I  shall  not 
change  my  ideas  on  the  matter."  He  stepped 
out  on  the  balcony  as  if  to  end  the  subject, 
and  presently  returned,  exclaiming,  "  Here  is 
Aunt  Sally  coming,  along  with  the  little 
music-woman,  your  friend  ! " 

"  Mademoiselle  Ferret !  "  exclaimed  May, 
coming  out  to  see.  "  Yes,  so  it  is  ;  she  has 
been  out  for  her  holiday  with  one  of  her 
pupils,  at  Trouville.  I  shall  be  so  glad  to  see 
her." 

"  Then,  as  you  w^ill  have  their  company, 
FU  be  off  to  the  photographer's.  I  can  hear 
all  about  who  to  go  to,  at  the  hotel."  He 
looked  for  his  hat,  and  only  waited  to  greet 
Aunt  Sally  and  her  companion. 

Of  course.  Mademoiselle  Ferret  embraced 
May  with  effusion,  and  poured  forth  a  torrent 
of  congratulations  on  her  restoration  to  her 
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friends  and  to  civilisation.  Then,  Carr  being 
safe  out  of  the  way,  an  ecstatic  hour  was  spent 
in  examining  the  apartment,  in  admiring  the 
carpets,  the  curtains,  the  cabinets,  all  and  every 
article  of  furniture  in  the  rooms — the  position, 
the  view,  the  balcony,  the  flowers — until  the 
exclamations  of  the  French  language,  and 
they  are  neither  few  nor  weak,  were  exhausted, 
and  Mademoiselle  Ferret  too. 

A  pause  in  their  operations  ensued,  and 
the  earnest  workers  found  rest  and  relief  from 
the  heat  and  glare  of  the  deserted  town,  in 
long  drives  in  the  beautiful  neighbourhood  of 
Faris. 

Then  Carr  left  for  England  ;  both  Miss  Barton 
and  May  confessed  freely  to  each  other  how 
greatly  they  missed  him.  They  talked  much 
and  confidentially  of  the  change  in  Madame 
Falk's  life  created  by  the  curious  discovery  of 
her  son,  and  M;i}'  told  her  once  severe  critic, 
of  her  intention  of  taking  service  with  Made- 
moiselle Ferret.  To  this  Miss  B.  would  make 
no  distinct  repb/ ;  no  more  than,  "  Wait  till 
you  have  talked  to  Esther,"  could  be  extracted 
from  her. 
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At  last  the  wedding  was  over,  and  fully 
reported  in  the  Society  papers,  half-a-dozen 
of  which  reached  the  Kue  de  Vielle  Cour. 

"  It  must  have  been  a  fine  sight,"  remarked 
Miss  Barton,  "  and  I  am  sure  Miss  Conroy 
looked  quite  charming — 1  always  thought 
her  a  little  affected — I  hope  she  will  be 
happy." 

"  I  do  wish  it — oh,  how  earnestly !  "  echoed 
May. 

The  actual  fact  of  the  marriage  affected  her 
very  little,  and  reflecting  upon  all  the  circum- 
stances attending  it,  she  felt  that  the  first 
bitterness  of  the  blow  which  had  fallen  upon 
her  was  passing  away ;  what  most  depressed 
her  now  was  the  fear  that  the  happiness  of 
Frances  might  be  sacrificed  to  the  needs  of  a 
cold-hearted  man,  and  that  she  herself  had 
involuntarily  played  the  part  of  an  enemy 
towards  the  friend  who  had  been  true  to  her. 

A  joint  letter  from  Madame  Falk  and  her 
son  soon  gave  a  few  more  particulars. 

The  bride  had  looked  quite  fairy-like,  the 
bridegroom,  Carr  added,  like  a  man  cut  out 
of  flint.     Mr.  and  Mrs.  Conroy  were  evidently 
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highly  pleased,  and  everything  went  off 
perfectly.  Finally  Carr  said  his  mother 
would  insist  on  looking  at  things  and  pictures 
in  London,  which  was  insufferably  stuffy  and 
empty,  but  they  hoped  to  be  in  Paris  on  the 
following  Wednesday,  and  that  he  was  dying 
for  the  denouement  of  their  well-kept  secret. 


n^WG 


CHAPTER  IX. 


"  CALLED    BACK." 


Wednesday  was  a  great  dsij.  May  had  made 
the  little  salon  beautiful  with  flowers,  Miss 
Barton  had  arranged  a  dainty  dinner,  and 
both  were  dressed  and  waiting  considerably 
before  the  travellers  arrived. 

May,  who  had  the  strongest  sympathy  with 
Madame  Falk,  was  quite  tremulous  when  she 
thought  of  the  delightful  surprise  which 
awaited  her  on  the  morrow.  The  travellers 
arrived  punctually,  and  both  seemed  ex- 
tremely  happy    to   be   in   the    old    quarters 


agam. 


Madame  Falk  looked  younger  and  brighter 
than  May  had  ever  seen  her  look  before.  She 
had  enjoyed  her  visit ;  dear  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Con- 
roy  were  all  that  was  mgst  kind  and  hospitable, 
but  it  was  very  nice  to  be  back  again  in  her 
old  quarters,  and  to  find  May  there,  though 
May  looked  rather  thin  and  pale. 

Of  course,  Madame  Falk  was  full  of  the 
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wedding,  and  described  the  dresses,  tlie 
ceremony,  the  company,  the  general  coup 
d^osil,  most  eloquently  and  picturesquely. 

"  I  must  say,"  she  observed,  "  that  Mr. 
Ogilvie  looked  a  little  like  a  marble  image,  or 
rather  a  bronze  image.  He  is  very  dark  and 
I  felt  a  little  impatient  with  him,  for  he  is 
making  such  an  excellent  marriage  (Frances 
might  have  looked  far  higher),  but  when  I 
thought  how  good  he  had  been  to  you.  May, 
I  comforted  myself  by  reflecting  that  such  a 
man  could  7iot  be  a  bad  husband." 

"  I  am  sure  he  will  not,  if  they  have  taken 
care  to  have  his  wife's  money  securely  settled 
on  herself,"  said  Miss  Barton  drily. 

"  And  I  am  sure  you  do  him  wrong  !  "  cried 
May.  "  Mr.  Ogilvie  may  be  a  little  worldly, 
and  rather  ambitious — most  clever  men  are. 
But  he  would  never  be  unjust;  he  will  always 
be  nice  and  considerate  to  Frances." 

As  she  ceased  tg  speak  she  perceived 
that  Carr  was  watching  her  keenly,  and  she 
was  vexed  to  feel  her  cheeks  flush  under  his 
eyes. 

"  At  all  events,   they   are   now  man  and 
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wife,  and  must  make  the  best  of  each  other," 
observed  Madame  Falk.  "  Dear  Mrs.  Conroy 
looked  so  pretty !  She  was  speaking  about 
you,  May  ;  I  think  she  would  like  to  have 
you  with  her  this  winter,  but  she  has  promised 
not  to  meddle  with  you  till  I  go — to  Aus- 
tralia." 

As  she  said  this  she  sighed  unconsciously, 
and  May  exchanged  a  look  with  Carr. 

They  talked  well  into  the  night.  At  last 
Carr  rose  to  leave  them. 

"  Shall  you  be  equal  to  an  early  expedition 
to-morrow  morning,  mother  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Yes,  of  course,  Bernard ;  I  am  not  a  bit 
tired." 

"  Then  I  will  come  here  for  you  about 
half-past  ten ;  I  want  to  show  you  some 
purchases  I  have  made." 

"  Very  well,  I  shall  be  delighted  to  see 
them." 

She  kissed  him  heartily,  he  shook  hands 
with  Miss  Barton,  his  parting  good-night  was 
bestowed  on  May  who  was  near  the  door,  and 
it  was  accompanied  by  a  soft,  lingering  look 
which  suggested  compassion  to  her  somewhat 
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sensitive  spirit,  and  made  her  ask  herself, 
"  Can  he  guess  ? "  but  quickly  came  the 
answer  "  Impossible  !  "  Yet  that  did  not  re- 
assure her.  He  was  wonderfully  kind  and 
generous,  she  was  growing  quite  fond  of  him, 
but  how  different  from  Ogilvie  !  He  conveyed 
no  sense  of  power  of  will,  she  felt  so  at 
home  with  him,  as  if  he  were  no  older  or 
stronger  than  herself.  She  never  felt  with 
him  that  overpowering  sense  of  superiority, 
of  irresistible  influence  which  held  her  captive 
to  Ogilvie.  Carr  had  a  warm,  affectionate 
heart  too.  May  almost  wished  Madame  Falk 
had  agreed  to  go  back  with  him  to  Australia, 
and  had  returned  his  warmth  more  heartily, 
but  for  herself  it  was  better  for  her  to  remain 
in  Paris.  Madame  Falk  had  been  so  long 
acclimatised  to  the  habits  and  customs  of  an 
old  and  artificial  society,  that  the  rawness  of 
a  new  country  would  have  hardly  been 
congenial  to  her. 

Carr  was  punctual  in  keeping  his  appoint- 
ment. May  happened  to  be  alone  in  the 
salon  when  he  came  in. 

"  My  mother  is  not  ready  ?  "  he  asked. 
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"I  will  tell  her  you  are  here,"  said  May 
rising. 

"No,  do  not  trouble  her,  she  will  come 
soon.  I  want  to  speak  to  you.  I  know  she 
— my  mother — is  going  to  ask  you  to  stay 
with  her,  and  I  hope  you  will  consent.  It 
will  be  good  for  her  to  have  a  bright  girl 
with  her,  and  it  will  be  a  good  home  for  you, 
May." 

"  It  will  indeed — but  I  am  not  very  bright. 
I  am  happy  in  my  own  way,  Bernard,  but  I 
have  always  been  grave." 

"  Not  always  so  grave  as  you  are  now," 
he  returned,  looking  away  from  her.  "  I 
hope  I  shall  find  you  all  smiles  and 
sunshine  when  I  come  to  Europe  again,  for 
of  course  I  shall  come  occasionally  to  see 
my  mother." 

He  paused,  and  then  resumed  with  a  little 
hesitation : 

"Do  you  think  she  will  miss  me  a  little  ?  " 

"  I  do.  She  has  no  idea  how  much  she 
win  miss  you  till  you  are  gone.  We  shall  all 
miss  you." 

Carr   was   silent  for   a  moment — took  up 
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and  drew  a  paper-knife  through  his  closed 
hand  as  if  lost  in  thought,  then  he  said  : 

"  Thank  you.  It  is  very  nice  of  you  to  be 
such  a  comrade,  May.  I  feel  I  could  tell  you 
anything — that  is  nearly  anything.  You 
make  me  feel  younger,  more  like  my  old  self. 
I  was  delighted  with  society  at  first,  everyone 
was  so  smooth  and  polished  and  amiable  (at 
least,  so  /  found  society),  but  as  I  grew  to 
know  how  easily  one  could  commit  oneself, 
how  careful  one  must  be,  how  deucedly  sharp 
the  women  are,  though  always  reminding  you 
in  a  soft,  delicate  way  that  they  are  of  a  dif- 
ferent sex  from  yourself,  and  must  be  espe- 
cially treated  in  consequence,  I  got  tired  of 
it  all ;  yoit  are  the  only  real  natural  young 
woman  T  have  met  at  this  side  of  the  world, 
and  I  hope  you'll  miss  me  a  little  too  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  I  shall,  Bernard.  Indeed,  I 
wish  you  could  stay  on  near  your  mother, 
but,  as  you  have  said,  your  duty  lies  in  your 
own  country  —  you  could  find  no  work 
worthy  of  a  man  to  do  here,  as  you  are  not 
obliged  to  work  for  your  bread." 

"Yes — you    understand   things — at    least, 
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my  idea  of    tliem.      I  do  hope   my  mother 
will  be  j)leased  with " 

Madame  Falk's  entrance  cut  his  speech 
short. 

"  Have  I  kept  you  waiting,  my  dear  Ber- 
nard ?  I  am  so  sorry,  but  I  had  two  or  three 
letters  to  write." 

"  No  matter.  I  have  been  improving  my 
mind  by  a  philosophic  discussion  with  May. 
Doesn't  my  mother  turn  out  a  regular  swell  ? 
I  assure  you.  May,  she  went  up  '  top  '  of  all 
the  Dowagers  at  the  wedding." 

"Ah,  Bernard,  for  an  unsophisticated 
colonial,  you  have  a  neat  method  of  flatter- 
ing." 

"  J^ot  quite  unsophisticated,  mother.  I  had 
a  little  training  from  Madame  Zavadoskoi. 
Come,  I  have  a  carriage  waiting." 

"If  you  insist  on  carriages  every  day  I 
shall  lose  the  use  of  my  limbs,"  said  Madame 
Falk.  And  she  left  the  room,  followed  by 
Carr,  who  gave  May  a  friendly  nod  and  smile 
as  he  went  out. 

With  the  scene  between  mother  and  son,  as 
he   led   her   through  the  pleasant  luxurious 
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home  he  had  provided  for  her,  we  will  not 
meddle.  Madame  Falk  was  infinitely  touched 
on  finding  that  he  had  divined  her  reluctance 
to  plunge  into  a  new  country  and  a  new  Hfe 
at  her  age,  and  she  was  greatly  moved  by  the 
thoughtful  tenderness  of  his  care  for  her. 
That  interview  drew  her  closer  to  him  than 
anything  had  yet  done.  He  was  gratified  to 
see  how  successful  his  idea  had  been,  and 
enjoyed  the  pleasure  with  which  his  mother 
viewed  and  examined  her  new  possessions — 
she  pronounced  his  taste  admirable,  and  was 
much  interested  in  hearing  of  the  part  May 
played  in  the  undertaking. 

"  He  is  good  to  me,  dear,"  she  said,  with 
moist  eyes,  to  May  that  evening,  when  they 
were  alone  together.  "  And  I  am  ashamed  of 
myself,  of  my  selfishness,  for  being  so  pleased 
to  stay  in  dear,  dehghtful  Paris — but  I  did 
rather  dread  Australia,  and  then  Bernard 
would  marry — and  I  should  only  be  in  the 
way." 

"  You  would  never  be  in  his  way.  You  do 
not  know  how  dearly  he  loves  you." 

"  Well,  he  makes  me  very  happy.  Isn't  he 
VOL.  in.  47 
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a  wonderful  fellow — considering  tlie  rough 
up-bringing  he  has  had?  He  is  naturally 
a  gentleman ! " 

"He  is,  indeed,  through  and  through," 
cried  May,  "  and  clever  too.  He  is  wonder- 
fully kind  to  me.  I  am  almost  ashamed  of 
the  freedom  and  candour  with  which  I  speak 
to  him." 

"  And  why  not.  May  ?  I  mean  to  adopt 
you,  my  dear — we  were  always  friends — you 
suit  me,  and  Sarah  too.  We  shall  be  all  the 
better  for  a  youthful  element  in  our  small 
household — and  you  have  no  one  to  turn  to, 
so  it  will  be  a  mutual  benefit !  " 

Tears  and  kisses  sealed  the  bargain,  and 
May  felt  she  had  indeed  found  a  home. 

The  business  of  moving  was  not  a  long 
process. 

Both  Carr  and  May  w^ere  amazed  and 
amused  at  the  curious  time-worn  bits  of  fur- 
niture— the  homely  relics — Madame  Falk 
carried  to  her  new  home.  The  only  shabby 
room  in  her  new  apartment  was  her  own 
study  or  Cabinet  de  Travaille,  where  she 
surrounded  herself  with  her  old  belongings. 
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adding  only  a  fine  photograph  of  Carr — in 
which  he  looked,  as  he  was,  a  very  handsome 
man. 

October  was  upon  them  before  tliey  were 
thoroughly  settled,  and  people  were  fast 
returning  from  the  sea-side — the  baths — the 
mountains. 

Friends  flocked  to  call  on  Madame  Falk  in 
her  new  and  delightful  quarters — and  among 
the  first  came  Madame  Dupont,  accompanied 
by  her  son.  May  was  not  at  home,  but  the 
numerous  and  flattering  enquiries  which  both 
made  respecting  her,  showed  Madame  Falk 
that  the  news  of  her  changed  circumstances 
had  altered  the  lady's  views  of  a  possible 
marriage  considerably.  Nothing  had  inter- 
ested Madame  Falk's  large  circle  of  acquaint- 
ance, for  a  long  time,  so  much  as  the  sudden 
appearance  of  a  son,  whose  riches  were,  of 
course,  greatly  exaggerated,  and  for  awhile 
she  found  herself  a  heroine  in  everyone's 
estimation.  Consequently  invitations  poured 
in — which,  as  time  went  on,  and  May  was 
found  to  be  treated  as  a  daughter,  were  ex- 
tended   to   that   young   lady — she,  however, 

47* 
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made  her  mourning  an  excuse  for  staying  at 
home. 

In  October  Carr  went  to  England  for  hunt- 
ing, and  spent  some  time  at  the  Chase.  He 
wrote  tolerably  often.  Neither  Frances  nor 
her  husband  were  there,  having  gone  to  Scot- 
land for  their  wedding  trip — and  then  going 
for  a  tour  in  JSTorway. 

At  present,  wrote  Carr,  they  were  house- 
hunting in  London,  as  Ogilvie  was  very 
anxious  to  be  settled,  hoping  to  be  in  Parlia- 
ment before  the  Session  opened. 

Such  was  the  position  of  things  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  winter.  May  was  slowly,  but 
steadily,  recovering  her  mental  tone,  and  her 
reviving  interest  in  life  was  throwing  her  past 
trouble  into  the  shade,  wdien  Carr  returned  to 
Paris. 

It  was  Madame  Talk's  Sunday  when  he 
made  his  appearance  among  her  visitors,  who 
all  paused  in  their  conversation  to  look  at  or 
speak  to  him. 

May  was  at  the  tea-table  and  assisted  with 
assiduity  by  Dupont,  whom  Carr  stared  at  as 
haughtily  as  Ogilvie  himself  could  have  done. 
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"Who  is  that  fellow?"  he  asked,  sitting 
down  by  Miss  Barton,  who  was  not  speaking 
to  any  one  for  the  moment. 

"  Don't  you  remember  Dupont  ?  The  man 
who  wanted  to  marry  May  ?  Oh,  nearly  two 
years  ago." 

"  No,  I  don't  know  him.  But  you  forget  I 
was  an  outsider  in  those  days.  Stay — used 
he  not  to  be  at  Madame  Zavadoskoi's — that 
first  winter  I  was  in  Paris  ?  " 

"Yes,  he  always  goes  to  the  Zavadoskoi 
parties." 

"  H'm,  yes,  I  remember  ;  shocking  little 
cad." 

"  No,  indeed,  he  is  not !  He  is  very  gentle- 
manlike." 

"  I  suppose  I  am  no  judge,"  returned  Carr, 
turning  from  her  and,  placing  himself  beside 
Mav,  began  to  speak  to  her  in  English. 

This  rudeness  shocked  her,  and  as  he  spoke 
of  the  Chase  and  the  hunting  there,  she  ex- 
plained the  subject  of  conversation  to  M. 
Dupont,  adding,  quickly,  and  in  a  low  tone : 
"  Pray  speak  French !  You  can,  quite  well ; 
and  it  is  uncivil  not  to  do  so  " 
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Carr  looked  determined  and  irate  for  a 
moment,  then  a  sudden  smile  lit  up  his  face 
as  if  he  had  shaken  off  the  unreasonable  spirit, 
and  turning  to  M.  Dupont  explained,  in 
tolerable  French,  that  he  was  afflicted  v/ith 
English  mauvaise  horde ^  and  hesitated  to 
murder  the  beautiful  language  of  monsieur. 
Dupont  was  all  smiles  and  amiability,  and 
May  gave  Carr  a  little  approving  nod,  which 
renewed  the  entente  cordiale  between  them. 

She  was  pleased  to  see  the  warmth  with 
which  Madame  Talk  welcomed  her  son,  and 
he  evidently  brightened  up  at  her  affectionate 
greeting. 

She  had  invited  one  or  two  of  her  friends 
to  dinner — an  artist,  a  journalist,  and  an  old 
English  resident,  who  had  been  there  through 
the  Empire  and  before  it.  The  dinner  was 
ver}'  pleasant,  and  much  lively  talk  and 
badinage  helped  digestion.  Afterwards  in  the 
salo%  Carr,  while  the  rest  were  discussing  the 
English  occupation  of  Egypt,  managed  to  have 
a  little  conversation  with  May. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  with  that 
unfortunate  Frenchman?"  he  asked. 
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"  Who  ?  "  said  May,  with  wondering  eyes. 

"  Why  that  neat  little  chap,  Dupont." 

"  Oh,  nothing !  I  have  nothing  to  do  with 
him." 

"Butyou  Aa^r' 

"  I  have  no  right  to  know  anything  about 
that,"  returned  May,  unblushingly.  "  It  was 
only  a  little  business  talk  between  Madame 
Dupont  and  your  mother.  I  am  sure  Miss 
Barton  told  you,  which  was  not  right  of  her." 

"It  is  no  great  matter,"  replied  Carr, 
looking  with  kind  though  laughing  eyes  into 
hers — very  handsome,  expressive,  brown 
eyes.  May  thought.  "  Do  you  ever  hear 
from  Ogilvie  now  ?  " 

"  No,  of  course  not.  Our  correspondence 
has  naturally  passed  into  the  hands  of  his  wife. 
She  is  very  good  and  writes  oftener  than  she 
used.  They  are  going  to  take  a  house  in  May 
Fair  —  a  district  I  know  nothing  about. 
Frances  seems  very  happy." 

Carr  kept  his  eyes  steadily  on  her  face  while 
she  spoke. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  I  fancy  a  public  life,  if  I 
may  say  so,  would  suit  her."     After  this  talk 
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Carr  abruptly  changed  the  subject.  "  Do  you 
know,  I  have  come  to  bid  you  a  tolerably  long 
good-bye  ?  " 

"  Indeed ! " 

"  Yes.  I  intend  to  start  for  Sydney — in 
about  a  fortnight." 

"I  am  very  sorry,  and  rather  surprised, 
though  you  have  always  talked  of  going." 

"  I  did  not  think  of  going  before  Christmas, 
but  I  think  it  is  time  I  went,"  he  said  thought- 
fully. "  And  I  want  to  '  do '  Egypt  on  the 
way.  I  shall  not  tell  my  mother  till  to-morrow , 
so  please  say  nothing  to  her." 

"  You  may  trust  me,"  said  May. 

"  I  do,  utterly.  We  have  been  loyal  com- 
rades, and  will  be — eh  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  hope  so,  Bernard." 

"  And — you  are  pretty  comfortable  here  ?  " 
he  said. 

"It  is  the  most  charming  abode.  Dear 
Madame  Falk  is  quite  happy — and  your 
picture  hangs  opposite  her  writing  table,  and 
I  catch  her  often  looking  at  it.  You  know, 
Bernard,  she  writes  a  little  still  for  one  or  two 
English  weekly  papers." 
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"She  must  do  as  she  likes,"  said  Carr 
absently. 

"Do  you  know,"  continued  May  confi- 
dentially, "that  I  think  your  mother  would 
like  to  go  out  and  pay  you  a  visit  by-and-by, 
when  you  are  settled." 

"  Do  you  ?  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Then  so  she 
shall.  May,  you  are  a  comforting  angel,  and 
you  shall  come  with  her." 

"  Oh,  no.  I  must  stay  and  take  care  of  your 
Aunt  Sally." 

Here  Madame  Falk  called  her  son,  and  the 
confidential  conference  came  to  an  end. 

The  unafiected  regret  with  which  his 
mother  received  the  news  of  his  approaching 
departure  was  balm  to  Carr's  sound,  warm 
heart,  and  he  did  his  utmost  to  make  their  last 
days  together  bright  and  enjoyable.  A  good 
deal  was  said,  half  in  jest,  half  in  earnest, 
about  the  visit  Madame  Falk  was  to  pay  him 
in  Australia,  and  all  went  well  and  cheerfully, 
but  May  felt  that  they  would  miss  his  strong 
and  joyous  presence  terribly. 

The  day  of  separation  drew  near  with 
extraordinary  rapidity.     Carr  determined  to 
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take  the  Eiiglisli  mail  steamer  from  Brindisi  to 
Alexandria,  and  spend  some  little  time  in 
Egypt,  so  everj^one  was  reading  books  on  Egypt 
and  discussing  Egyptology. 

One  afternoon  May  had  returned  from 
Galignani's  with  an  old  but  delightful  book 
on  the  prevalent  subject — "  Egypt  of  the 
Pharaohs  and  the  Khedive  " — and  was  curled 
up  on  a  sofa,  already  deep  in  its  pages,  when 
Carr  came  in.  As  she  looked  uj)  from  her 
book,  it  struck  May  that  the  joyous  bright- 
ness which  usually  illuminated  his  face  was 
all  gone,  and  there  was  a  look  of  pain  in  his 
eyes. 

"  Where  is  my  mother  ? "  he  asked, 
throwing  himself  into  an  armchair  as  if 
weary. 

"She  is  gone  to  Versailles,  and  will  not 
return  before  six." 

"And  Aunt  Sally?" 

"  Has  gone  with  her." 

"  And  have  you  been  indoors  all  day  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no,  I  have  been  to  the  library,  and 
found  another  delightful  book  about  Egj^pt." 

"  Oh,  I  am  sick  of  Egypt !  "  exclaimed  Carr 
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impatiently^  and,  starting  up,  began,  to  walk 
to  and  fro.  "  I  know  I  ought  to  go,  and  I 
want  to  go  ;  and — I  can't  tear  myself  away." 

"You  astonish  me,  Bernard.  I  thought 
you  had  quite  made  up  your  mind,  and  liked 
the  idea." 

"  I  feel  it  would  be  wiser  to  go,  and  I  have 

tried  to  put  a  good  face  on  it,  but "     He 

walked  away  to  the  window,  and  turning, 
looked  at  her  for  a  moment  steadily  in 
silence.  How  full  of  earnest  sympathy  she 
looked.  Her  sweet  curved  lips  slightly  apart, 
her  pathetic  questioning  eyes  fixed  on  his  ;  the 
very  lines  of  her  delicate  figure  as  she  bent 
gently  forward  a  charming,  poetical  exempli- 
fication of  the  word  "  waiting." 

*'  But,"  resumed  Carr,  "  it  is  awfully  hard. 
May." 

He  came  quickly  back,  and  sat  down  beside 
her. 

"  Don't  }  ou  see — don't  you  feel  that  I  can- 
not bear  to  leave  you  ?  I  can't  help  telling 
you,  though  I  know  you  don't  care  a  rap  for 
me,  in  that  way  I  mean.  But  I — I  cannot 
bear    to  look  forward    to    life  without   you, 
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dear.  And  we  might  be  so  liappy.  Don't 
you  think  you  could — manage  to  love  me  a 
little  May?  No,  that  would  not  do.  I 
should  be  mad  with  jealousy  and  misery  if  you 
did  not  love  me  as  well  as  I  love  you." 

"  Bernard  !  "  almost  breathlessly.  "  I  am 
more  astonished  than  I  can  say.  Why — why 
do  you  love  me  ?  I — I  have  no  love  to  give, 
and  you  deserve  to  be  loved,  dear  Bernard." 

"  Will  it  not  wake  again  ?  I  ask  no 
questions — I  seem  to  know  everything.  I 
will  wait  patiently — you  are  such  a  sweet, 
frank  companion.  I  was  fathoms  deep  in  love 
before  I  knew  it." 

"  Bernard,"  said  May,  in  a  low,  hesitating 
tone,  while  the  colour  flamed  in  her  cheek. 
"  Do  not  pain  yourself  and  me  by  forcing  me 
to  repeat  that  this  is  impossible." 

"  Impossible  to  be  my  wife.  May  ?  Why  ? 
— is  your  aversion  to  me  so  unconquerable  ?  " 

"  Aversion  ?  Oh,  no.  If  I  liked  and 
valued  you  less,  Bernard,  I  might  be  more 
ready  to  give  you  the  dross  of  indifference 
for  the  gold  you  offer  me.  But  it  would  be 
disloyal  to  accept  you.     You  wiU  forget  me  in 
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a  little  while,  and  find  some  one  fairer  and 
younger  than  I  am,  who  will  give  you  her 
whole  heart — and — do  not  speak  to  me  again 
of  love  or  marriage,  dear  Bernard." 

"  Dear !  "  he  repeated.  "  Why  do  you 
mock  me  with  such  a  word  ?  "  And  rising, 
he  walked  away,  then  back  again. 

"  I  believe  it  pains  you  to  pain  me,  May," 
he  said,  "and  I  am  a  weak  fool  to  have 
troubled  you — for  you  have  never  misled  me. 
I  could  not  say  I  had  much  hope,  yet  I  could 
not  help  trying  my  luck — and — but  there — 
let  this  be  a  dead  secret  between  us.  May. 
Try  to  forget  it,  and  treat  me  as  a  friend  still ; 
don't  shut  me  out  of  your  heart  and  confi- 
dence because  I  made  a  big  mistake.  I  will 
not  pain  you  again.  Write  to  me  freely  ;  you 
shall  see  no  trace  of  a  lover  in  my  letters — 
though,  how  I  "love  you  no  words  of  mine  can 
express.  I'll  leave  you,  and  when  we  meet 
this  evening  I  shall  be  just  the  same  as  yester- 
day, May,  my  darling." 

He  pressed  her  hands  between  both  his,  and 
left  her. 

For  some  minutes  she  stood  half-stunned 
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and  motionless.  Half -frightened  at  the  effect 
she  had  produced,  her  heart  throbbing  with 
tenderness  and  regret.  Why  could  she  not 
love  him,  and  give  her  life  to  him  ?  Did  she 
not  love  him  ?  She  could  not  tell ;  only  she 
felt  ashamed  to  think  that  her  heart  should 
open  its  doors  so  soon  again  to  another  guest 
after  having  so  lately  closed  them  in  bitterness 
and  humiliation  against  its  first  occupant. 
She  could  not  understand  herself,  and  it  was 
some  time  before  she  could  regain  composure, 
and  struggle  back  to  her  ordinar}-  seeming. 

The  day  but  one  following  Carr  bade  them 
good-bye.  He  was  quite  himself,  but  his  face 
looked  grave  and  a  little  worn.  He  dined 
with  his  mother  before  startincr,  and  took  a 
fair  share  of  the  conversation,  whir'h  was  a 
little  forced,  for  every  one  was  grieved  to 
part  with  him,  and  "  Aunt  Sally  "  Ijlew  her 
nose  at  intervals  like  a  minute  ^un. 

May  strove  hard  to  look  and  be  as  usual, 
but  she  felt  as  if  she  was  assistin^^  at  her  own 
funeral.  Carr  avoided  meeting  her  eye,  and 
they  said  very  little  to  each  other.  When 
dinner  was  over  Madame  Falk  and  her  son 
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retired  to  her  study,  where  they  took  leave  of 
each  other ;  Carr  commg  out  after  some 
time,  looking  sad  and  grave.  Madame  Falk 
appeared  no  more  that  evening. 

"  Good-bye,  Aunt  Sally.  I  hope  I  shall 
find  you  as  young  as  ever  when  I  come  back  ; 
your  heart,  I  know,  will  always  be  in  the  right 
place.  May " — at  last  his  eyes  met  hers — 
what  a  tale  of  tenderness  and  longing  they 
told !  He  took  bftth  her  hands,  then  bent 
down  and  kissed  her  gently  on  the  brow. 
"  God  be  with  you,"  was  all  he  said.  She  was 
speechless.  She  could  only  return  his  pressure 
with  trembling  hands.  A  sense  of  despair 
made  her  cold  and  faint.  She  strove  to 
answer — and  he  was  gone. 

^  ^  ^  T?  •wF 

The  succeeding  week  was  exceedingly  dole- 
ful, and  oppressively  quiet.  The  sense  of  life 
and  strength  and  buoyancy  that  Carr  infused 
into  the  little  household  was  gone,  and  no  one 
seemed  to  have  known  its  full  value  till  it  was 
lost.  Madame  Falk  was  especially  depressed, 
for,  besides  missing  her  son  greatly,  a  keen 
touch  of  self  reproach  mixed  itself  with  her 


224  lOUND  WANTING. 

musings.  She  ouglit  to  have  valued  him 
more,  she  ought  to  have  gone  with  him  to  his 
Antipodean  home.  Miss  Barton  did  not  keep 
her  regrets  to  herself.  She  repeated,  if  not 
hourly,  very  frequently,  that  the  only  person 
who  really  estimated  Bernard  at  his  true  value, 
who  thoroughly  understood  him,  and  recipro- 
cated his  feelings,  was  herself.  The  next 
week  was  not  much  better,  and  the  third  they 
began  to  be  more  like  themselves.  Meantime 
they  had  one  letter  from  the  traveller.  He 
had  stopped  at  Lyons,  in  order  to  look  over 
the  factories  there — which  he  had  passed  over 
hitherto — and  thence  he  would  make  his  way 
into  Ital}^  He  was  in  no  hurry,  and  the 
weather  was  very  fine.  His  mother  was  not  to 
expect  another  letter  till  he  reached  Brindisi, 
so  gradually  life  began  to  flow  in  its  accus- 
tomed channels,  and  the  sharpness  of  regret 
was  blunted. 

To  all  but  May ;  she  presented  a  brave 
front  to  the  kind,  but  by  no  means  watchful, 
eyes  of  her  elderly  companions,  who,  accus- 
tomed to  her  quiet  ways,  her  habitual  absence 
of  colour,    took  no   notice   of  her   dejected 
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silence  all  day.  She  went  about  her  work 
and  ordinary  duties  unfailingly,  but  in  the 
darkness  and  stillness  of  night  she  wept  and 
prayed,  and  saw  in  its  full  depth  the  terrible 
error  she  had  committed.  Then  the  depth 
and  breadth  of  the  affection  which  had  grown 
up  steadily,  though  unconsciously,  for  her 
rejected  lover,  revealed  itself.  When  he  asked 
her  to  be  his  wife  she  did  not  know  that  she 
loved  him  with  a  wifely  love,  and  she  did  not 
like  to  acknowledge  that  time  had  so  soon 
obliterated  what  she  thought  was  indelible — 
it  hurt  her  false  pride. 

"  How  time  flies,"  said  Madame  Talk,  look- 
ing up  from  a  letter  which  had  reached  her  in 
the  evening.  "Bernard  says  he  will  be 
starting — let  me  see — to-morrow  evening  for 
Alexandria.  He  was  a  little  too  soon  at 
Brindisi,  and  was  horribly  bored.  He  seems 
quite  depressed,  dear  boy  ;  he  will  be  all 
right  when  he  is  in  Egypt  and  interested  in 
that  curious  country." 

"  To-morrow — to-morrow,"  something  kept 
repeating  in  May's  ears,  when,  having  pleaded 
that   inexhaustible  excuse,   a   headache,  she 
VOL.  III.  48 
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escaped  to  bed.  "  Why  did  she  feel  this 
fresh  agony  of  regret,  at  having  lost  what  she 
now  felt  would  have  been  the  crowning  good 
of  life  ?  He  had  gone  weeks  ago,  true,  but 
now  he  was  on  the  eve  of  leaving  Europe,  on 
the  verge  of  new  scenes  and  fresh  associates 
which  would  help  him  to  forget  her,  and  the 
pain  she  had  inflicted."  Her  torment  was  too 
bitter  for  tears,  and  she  found  herself  saying 
aloud :  "  Come  back  to  me,  dear  Bernard,  for 
I  love  you  !  come  back !  " 

Worn  out  with  fruitless  sorrow,  she  dropped 
into  a  state  of  semi-slumber,  and  dreamed  she 
was  again  at  the  little  Norman  mill,  and 
calling  as  she  often  did  when  he  had  stayed 
to  write  letters,  and  she  wanted  to  walk  or 
drive.  "  Are  you  ready,  Bernard  ?  "  and  his 
reply  came  so  clear  and  loud,  "  Coming,  May," 
that  she  started  up  wide  awake — to  find  silence, 
darkness,  hopelessness.  Then  tears  came,  and 
merciful  sleep,  this  time  without  dreams. 

"  I  really  believe.  May,  you  want  a  tonic," 
said  Madame  Falk  next  morning.  "  I  believe 
you  are  getting  into  your  old  way  of  sleepless- 
ness,   as   you   used   long   ago  in  your  poor 
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father's  time  ;  iron  and  quinine  is  the  thing 
for  you." 

"I  do  not  think  I  have  taken  enough 
exercise  of  late,"  returned  May  stoutly.  "  If 
Miss  Barton  will  put  up  with  a  dull  companion, 
we  might  walk  to  the  Bon  Marche.  I  have 
commissions  for  Frances." 

"  The  rage  rich  people  have  for  bargains  is 
enough  to  make  one  sick,  but  I  will  go,  if  3^ou 
like.  May,"  said  Aunt  Sally. 

In  the  next  two  days,  May  walked  herself 
into  a  state  of  utter  fatigue,  and  so  slept. 
The  third,  she  went  to  help  Mademoiselle 
Ferret,  who  had  ventured  to  take  an  additional 
room  on  her  rez  de  chaussee  and  wished  to 
move  into  it  some  of  Madame  Falk's  discarded 
furniture,  which  that  lady  had  bestowed  upon 
her,  and  in  caring  and  thinking  for  another 
May  found  some  relief. 

It  was  dusk  when  she  had  finished,  and  she 
was  not  sorry  when  the  concierge  came  to 
announce  that  Madame  had  sent  a  carriage 
for  Madem^oiselle,  who  would  please  come  at 
once,  as  the  coachman  was  to  return  for 
Madame,  who  was  at  the  Eue  Frony. 


228  FOUND  WANTING. 

"  Ah,  yes !  The  Baroness  de  Marsac  gives 
a  musical  reception  this  afternoon,"  said  May, 
putting  on  her  cloak.  "  I  had  nearly  for- 
gotten dear  Mademoiselle !  Madame  Falk 
begs  you  will  dine  with  her  on  Sunday." 

"  But  certainly,  with  joy.  Make  haste, 
little  one,  au  revoir,  a  thousand  thanks ! " 

As  soon  as  she  alighted  the  carriage  drove 
off,  and  May  slowly  ascended  to  their  apart- 
ment, oppressed  with  a  sense  of  mental  weari- 
ness, infinitely  more  exhausting  than  physical 
fatigue.  She  was  admitted  by  their  new 
servant  who  smiled  joyously  as  if  something 
pleasant  had  occurred,  and  said  something 
which  may  did  not  heed.  She  went  on 
listlessly  and  opened  the  salon  door. 

The  lamps  had  been  already  lighted,  and 
May  thought  how  pleasant  and  cheerful  the 
room  looked,  when  the  sound  of  something 
moving  near  the  piano  behind  her,  made  her 
start  and  turn.  She  uttered  a  slight  cry  and 
caught  the  back  of  a  chair  to  steady  herself, 
for  coming  through  the  door  leading  into  the 
salle-d-manger  came  Carr  himself,  his  eyes 
alight  with  joy. 
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"  Do  forgive  me  for  startling  you,  May.  I 
am  a  tliouglitless  idiot.  Why !  May,  you 
are  not  going  to  faint.  Let  me  hold  you," 
catching  her  in  his  arms  and  holding  her 
closely.  "  Am  I  an  intrusive  fool  for  coming 
back  to  try  my  fate  once  more  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  faint,  Bernard,"  in  a  half- 
whisper. 

"  Well,  stay  here  one  moment  and  listen 
to  me ;  you  would  never  guess  why  I  came." 

"  Why,  oh  why  ? "  said  May,  too  over- 
powered with  joy  at  the  sight  of  him  to  resist 
his  embrace. 

"  I  dreamt  a  few  nights  ago  that  I  heard 
you  call  me — heard  it  so  distinctly  that  I 
woke  myself  crying  out :  '  Coming,  May, 
coming,'  and  I  came.  Have  I  been  the 
victim  of  a  delusion?  Am  1  a  moonstruck 
imbecile  ?  " 

"  No ! "  she  exclaimed,  and  he  felt  the 
quiver  of  delight  that  thrilled  through  her, 
and  set  her  heart  beating  against  his  own.  "  I 
have  been  calling  you  back,  Bernard,  ever 
since  I  let  you  go." 

A    confusion    of  breathless   kisses,   silent 
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rapture,  a  wliole  life  concentrated  into  the 
present  moment,  and  the  gradual  settling 
down  into  the  "  sober  certainty  of  waking 
bliss." 

There  needs  no  other  word,  save  "  Finis  " 
which  at  this  stage  of  a  true  story  would  mean 
"  beginning." 


THE    END. 
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THREE  GIRLS.   (3rd  Edition.) 
MERE  LUCK.   (3rd  Edition.) 

LUMLEY  THE  PAINTER.     (3rd  Edition.) 

GOOD-BYE.        (7th  Edition.) 

HE  WENT  FOR  A  SOLDIER,     (sth  Edition.) 
FERRERS  COURT.     (6th  Edition.) 

BUTTONS.       (7th  Edition.) 

A  LITTLE  FOOL.    aothBdiuon.) 
MY  POOR  DICK. 

(9th  Edition.)    Illustrated  by  MAURIOB  GBBIFFBNHAaKnc 

BOOTLES'  CHILDREN. 

(llth  Edition.)  Illustrated  by  J.  Bernard  Partridgb. 
••  John  Strange  Winter  is  never  more  thoroughly  at  home  than  when  delineating 
the  characters  of  children,  and  everyone  will  be  delighted  with  the  digniflefl  Madge 
and  the  quaint  Pearl.  The  book  Is  mainly  occupied  with  the  love  alfairs  of  Terry 
(the  soldier  servant  who  appears  in  many  of  the  preceding  books),  but  the  children 
buzz  in  and  out  of  its  pages  much  as  they  would  come  in  and  out  of  a  room  in  real 
life,  pervading  and  brightening  the  house  in  which  they  dweU.,"— Leicester  Daily 
Pott, 

THE  CONFESSIONS  OF  A  PUBLISHER. 

"  The  much  discussed  question  of  the  relations  between  a  publisher  and  his  clients 
furnishes  Mr.  John  Strange  Winter  with  material  for  one  of  the  brightest  talea  of 
the  season.  Abel  Drtnkwater's  autobiography  is  written  from  a  humorous  point  of 
view  ;  yet  here,  a?  elsewhere,  '  many  a  true  word  is  spoken  in  jest,'  and  in  the  con- 
versations of  the  publisher  and  his  ooo  ingenuous  son  facts  come  to  light  that  are 
worthy  of  the  attention  of  aspirants  to  literary  ta.va6."— Morning  Post, 

MIGNON'S  HUSBAND,     (uth  Edition.) 

"  It  Is  a  capital  love  story,  full  of  high  spirits,  and  written  in  a  dashing  style  that 
will  charm  the  most  melancholy  of  readera  into  hearty  enjoyment  of  ita  fun."— 
Scottman. 

THAT  IMP.    a2th  Edition.) 

"Barrack  life  is  abandoned  for  the  nonce,  and  the  author  of  'Booties' Br.by  ' 
introduces  readers  to  a  country  home  replete  with  every  comfort,  and  containing 
men  and  women  whose  acxjuaintanceship  we  can  only  regret  can  never  blossom  'Jitw 
fnendzta^.'  —  Whitehall  Review, 

"  This  charming  little  book  is  bright  and  breezy,  and  has  the  rmg  of  rapxvuiQ 
truth  about  it." — Vanity  Fair. 

MIGNON'S  SECRET,     (nth Edition.) 

"In  'Mignon's  Secret'  Mr.  Winter  has  supplied  a  continuation  to  the  never-to- 
be-forgotten  'Booties'  Baby.'  ,  ,  ,  The  story  is  gracefully  and  toacLingly 
told."— John  Bull. 

F.  V.  WHITE  dfc  Co.,  14,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.'s  Publications. 


THE  WORKS  OF  JOHN   STRANGE  WmTER-(eontinu«d). 


ON  MAECH.    (loth  Edition.) 


"Tliis  short  story  is  characterised  by  Mr.  Winter's  customary  truth  in  detail, 
humour,  and  pathos."— ^cadewj/. 

"  By  publishing  '  On  March,'  Mr  J,  S.  Winter  has  added  another  little  gem  to  his 
weU-known  store  of  regimental  sketches.  The  story  is  written  with  humour  and  a 
deal  of  feeling." — Army  dc  Navy  Oazetie, 

IN  QUAETEES.     duh  Edition.) 

" '  In  Quarters'  is  one  of  those  rattling  tales  of  soldiers'  life  which  the  public  have 
learned  to  thoroughly  appreciate."— TTie  Graphic. 

"  The  author  of  '  Booties'  Baby '  gives  us  here  unother  story  of  military  life,  which 
few  have  better  descrihed."— British  Quarterly  Revieva, 

AEMY  SOCIETY ;  Life  in  a  Garrison  Town. 

Cloth,  6/-;    Picture  Boards,  2/-.    (10th  Edition.) 

"  This  discursive  story,  dealing  with  life  in  a  garrison  town,  is  full  of  pleasant 
•  go  '  and  movement  which  has  distinguished  '  Booties'  Baby,'  '  Pluck,'  or  in  fact  a 
majority  of  some  half-dozen  novelettes  which  the  author  has  submitted  to  the  eyes 
of  railway  bookstall  patronisers."— 2>ai7j/  Telegraph. 

"  The  strength  of  the  book  lies  in  its  sketches  of  life  in  a  garrison  town,  which  are 
undeniably  clever.  ,  ,  ,  It  is  pretty  clear  that  Mr.  Winter  draws  from  life."— *, 
Jamet'i  Gazette. 

GAEEISON  GOSSIP,  Gathered  in  Blankhampton. 

(A  Sequel  to  "  Army  Sooibty.")  Cloth,  2/6  :  Picture  Boards,  2/-  (5th  Edition.) 
"  '  Garrison  Gossip '  may  fairly  rank  with  '  Cavalry  Life,'  and  the  various  otnei 

books  with  which  Mr.  Winter  has  so  agreeably  beguiled  our  leisure  hours." — HcUW' 

day  Review. 

"  The  novel  fully  maintains  the  reputation  which  its  author  hSB  been  fortunate 

en  jugh  to  gain  in  a  special  line  of  his  own." — Graphic, 

A    SIEGE    BABY.        Cloth,  2/6;  picture  boards,  2/-    (5th  Edition.) 

"  The  story  which  gives  its  title  to  this  new  sheaf  of  stories  by  the  popular  author 
•f  '  Booties'  Baby '  is  a  very  touching  and  pathetic  one.  .  .  .  Amongst  the  other 
stories,  the  one  entitled,  '  Out  of  the  Mists'  is,  perhaps,  the  best  written,  although 
the  tale  of  true  love  it  embodies  comes  to  a  most  melancholy  ending."— Co«n/y 
Gentlemen. 

BEAUTIFUL  JIM.     (sth  Edition.) 

Cloth,  2/6 :  Picture  Boards,  2/- 

MRS.    BOB       (7th  Edition.) 
Cloth,  2/6.    Picture  Boards,  2/- 

THE  OTHEE  MAN'S  WIFE,     csth  Edition.) 

Cloth,  2/6.    Picture  Boards,  2/- 

MY  GEOFF ;    or,  The  Experiences  of  a  Lady- 
Help.         (A  New  Novel.)    (5th  Edition.)    Cloth  2/6  ;  Picture  Boards,  2/- 

ONLY     HUMAN.        (3rd  Edition).      Cloth  2/6. 

F.  V.  WHITE  A:  Co.,  14,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 


F.  V.  WHITE  *  Co.'fl  Publications. 


MRS.  EDWARD  KENNARD'S  SPORTING  NOVELS, 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 


WEDDED  TO  SPOET.     cioth  gut,  3/6. 

SPOETING     TALES.        a  New  Novel.    Cloth  gilt,  2/6. 

TWILIGHT  TALES,     cioth  gut.  2/6. 

THAT  PEETTY  LITTLE  HOESE-BEEAKEE. 

(4th  Edition.)      Cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d.     Picture  Boards,  2/- 
A    H0MJ3UEG     BEAUTY.        (3rd Edition.)    cioth gilt.  2s.  eo. 
Picture  Boards,  2s, 

MATEUJS  OR  MAID?     (4th Edition.) 

Cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d.  ;  Picture  Boards,  2s. 

LANDING  A  PEIZE.    (7th  Edition.) 

Cloth  gilt.  2s.  6d.    Picture  Boards,  2/- 

A  CEACK  COUNTY.  (6th Edition.) 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6  ;  Picture  Boards,  2s. 

THE  GIEL  IN  THE  BEOWN  HABIT. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6 ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-.  (7th  Edition.) 
"  '  Nell  Fitzgerald '  is  an  irreproachable  heroine,  full  of  gentle  womanlineas,  and 
rich  in  all  virtues  that  make  her  kind  estimable.  Mrs.  Kennard's  work  ia  marked 
by  high  tone  as  well  as  vigorous  narrative,  and  sportsmen,  when  searching  for  some- 
thing new  and  beguiling  for  a  wet  day  or  spell  of  frost,  can  hardly  light  upon  any- 
thing better  than  these  fresh  and  picturesque  hunting  stories  of  Mrs.  Kennaid'a."— 
Dailp  Telegraph, 

KILLED  IN  THE  OPEN. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6  ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-,    (9th  Edition.) 

"  It  is  in  truth  a  very  good  love  story  set  in  a  framework  of  hounds  and  horses, 
but  one  that  could  be  read  with  pleasure  independently  of  any  such  attractions."— 
Fortnightly  Reviexc, 

"  *  Killed  in  the  Open  '  is  a  very  iuperior  sort  of  hunting  novel  indeed,"— CrapAio, 

STEAIGHT  AIS  A  DIE. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6 ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-.    (8th  Edition.) 
"  If  you  like  sporting  novels  I  can  recommend  to  you  Mri.  Eennard'a  '  Straight  a« 
a  Die.'  "—Truth, 

A  EEAL  GOOD  THING. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6  ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-.     (8th  Edition.) 
"  There  are  some  good  country  scenes  and  country  spina  in  '  A  Eeal  Good  Thing.' 
The  hero,  poor  old  Hopkins,  is  a  strong  character." — Acadfrny. 

QUE  EEIENDS  IN  THE  HUNTING-FIELD. 

Cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d. ;  Picture  Boards,  2s. 

BY   THE  SAME  AUTHOR. 
In  Paper  Covers,   1/-;     Cloth,   1/6. 

THE  MYSTEEY  OF  A  WOMAN'S  HEAET. 

r.  V.  WHITE  &  Co..  14,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.'e  Publications. 


HAWLEY   SMARTS   SPORTING    NOVELS. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  &  Bookstalls.) 


BEATKICE   AND    BENEDICK :    A  Eomance  of  the  Crimea. 

Cloth,  2/6  ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-.     (2nd  Edition.) 
THE  PLUNGER. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6.    Picture  Boards,  2/-.   (5th  Edition. ) 
LONG   ODDS. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6.    Picture  Boards,  2/-    (5th  Edition.) 
THE  MASTER  OF  RATHKELLY. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/ s.   Picture  Boards,  2/-    (6th  Edition.) 
THE   OUTSIDER. 

Cloth  gilt,  2/6.    Picture  Boards,  2/-    (8th  Edition, ) 

BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOE.    In  Paper  Covers,  1/- ;  Cloth,  1/6, 
VANITY'S  DAUGHTER. 

NOVELS  BY  B.   L.   FARJEON. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  &  Bookstalls.) 
Cloth,    2/'6.       Picture   Boards,   2/-    each. 
THE  MARCH   OF  FATE.     (Cloth  only.) 
BASIL  A]S  D   ANNETTE.    (2nd  Edition.) 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  M.  FELIX. 
A  YOUNG   GIRL'S    LIFE.     (3rd  Edition.) 
TOILERS   OF  EABYLON.     (2nd  Edition.) 
THE  DUCHESS   OF  ROSEMARY  LANE.     (2nd  Edition. 

In  Paper  Covers,  1/- ;  Cloth,  1/6  each. 
A  VERY  YOUNG  COUPLE. 

THE  PERIL  OF  RICHARD  PARDON.     (2nd  Edition.) 
A  STRANGE  ENCHANTMENT. 

NOVELS  BY  B.   M.  CROKER. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  &  Bookstalls.) 
INTERFERENCE.     (2nd  Edition.)    Cloth,  2/6. 
TWO    MASTERS.     (3rd  Edition.)    Cloth,  2/6 ;  Picture  Boards,  2/- 

NOVELS  BY  HELEN  MATHERS. 

(At  all  Booksellers  &  Bookstalls.) 
In  Paper  Covers,  1/- ;  Cloth,  1/6  each. 
WHAT  THE   GLASS   TOLD. 
A  STUDY   OF  A  WOMAN. 
T'OTHER  DEAR   CHARMER. 
MY    JO,    JOHN.       (3nd  Edition.) 
THE  MYSTERY   OF  No.  13.    (2nd  Edition.) 

P.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.,  14,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.'s  Publications. 


SIR  RANDAL  ROBERTS'  SPORTBNG  NOVELS. 

(At  all  Eooksellers'  and  Bookstalls. ) 
NOT    IN    THE    BETTING.       (A  New  Novel.)    Cloth  gilt,  2/6. 
CUBE  AND   SNAFFLE.    Cloth  gilt,  2/6. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER  FRASER- 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls. ) 
A  MODERN  BRIDEGROOM.     (2nd  Edition.)    Cloth,  2/e. 
THE    NEW    DUCHESS.      (2nd  Edition.)    Cloth,  23.  6d. 
DAUGHTERS    OF    BELGRAVIA.    Cloth,  2/6.    Also  Picture  Boards,  2/- 
SHE  CAME   BETWEEN.     Cloth.  2/6. 

MRS.  LOTETT   CAMSEOS'S   lOTELS. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

A  SISTER'S  SIN.     Cloth,  2/6. 
IN  A  GEASS  COUNTRY. 

(A  Story  of    Love  and  Sport.)     (lOfch  Edition.)     Cloth    gilt,    2/6;    Picture 

Boards,  2/- ;  Paper  Covers,  1/-. 

"\\'e  turn  with  pleasure  to  the  green  covers  of  '  In  a  Grass  Country.'    The  three 

heroines  are  charming  each  in  her  own  way.    It  is  well  sketched,  full  of  character, 

with  sharp  observations  of  men  and  women— not  too  hard  on  anybody— a  clear  story 

carefully  written,  and  therefore  easily  read.    .    .    .    recommended." — Punch. 

"  When  the  days  are  short  and  there  is  an  hour  or  two  to  be  disposed  of  indoors 
before  dressing  time,  one  is  glad  to  be  able  to  recommend  a  good  and  amusing  novel. 
'  In  a  Grass  Country '  may  be  said  to  come  under  this   description,"— iSai;«j'<iay 

WEAK   WOMAN.      (2nd  Edition.)    Cloth  2/6. 

JACK'S    SECRET.      (3rd  Edition.)    Cloth,  2/6.    Picture  Boards,  2/- 
A    LOST    WIFE.      (?.rd  Edition.)    Cloth,  2/6.    Picture  Boards,  2/- 
A  DAUGHTER"*S  HEAKT.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 


JUSTIN   MCCARTHY,   M.P. 

AND 

MRS.     CAMPBELL     PRAED 

(Authors  of  "  The  Right  Honourable,"  &c.) 

Cloth,  2s.  6d.  each  ;  also  in  Picture  Boards,  2s. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

THE   LADIES'   GALLERY.     (2nd  Edition.) 
THE  RIVAL  PRINCESS  ;    a  London  Romance  of  To-day. 
(3rd  Edition.^ 

BY    MRS.    CAMPBELL  PRAED. 

(At   all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 
THE  ROMANCE   OF  A  CHALET.     (Cloth  2/6.) 

BY    MRS.    J.    H.    RIDDELL. 

A   SILENT   TRAGEDY.     Paper  Covers,  1/-;   Cloth,  1/6. 

r.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.,  14,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.'s  Publications. 


MRS.    AIEXAMEE'S   NOTEIS. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 


FOR  HIS  SAKE.    Cloth,  2/6. 

A  WOMAN'S  HEART.     Cloth,  2/6. 

BLIND  FATE.     Cloth,  2/6  ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-. 

BY   WOMAN'S   WIT.     (6th  Edition.)      Picture    Boards,  2/-; 

Cloth,  2/6. 

"  In  Mrs.  Alexander's  tale 
Much  art  she  clearly  shows 
In  keeping  dark  the  mystery 
Until  the  story's  close."— Funch. 

MONA'S     CHOICE.       (5th    Edition.)       Cloth,   2/6;     Picture 

Boards,  2/-. 


NOVELS  BY  HUME  NISBET. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 
THE  QUEEN'S  DESIRE  ;  A  Romance  of  the  Indian  Mutiny. 

With  niustrations  by  the  Author.    Cloth,  3/6. 

THE     BUSHRANGER'S     SWEETHEART;     An     Australian 

Eomance.    Cloth,  2/6  ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-.    (3rd  Edition.) 

THE    SAVAGE   QUEEN  ;   A  Romance  of  the  Natives  of  Van 

Dieman's  Land.    Cloth,  2/6 ;  Picture  Boards,  2/-.    (3rd  Edition.) 

**EITA'S"    NOVELS. 

(AT  ALL   BOOKSELLERS'  AND  BOOKSTALLS.) 


THE  MAN  IN  POSSESSION.     (A  New  Novel.)     Cloth,  2/6. 

THE  LAIRD  0'  COCKPEN.    Cloth,  2/6. 

MISS  KATE.     (4th  Edition.)     Cloth,  2/6  ;  Picture  Boards,  2/. 

THE  SEVENTH  DREAM.     1/-  and  1/6. 

THE  DOCTOR'S  SECRET.     (2nd  Edition.)     1/-  and  1/6. 

AMYE  READE'S  WORK. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 
SLAVES  OF  THE  SAWDUST  ;  A  New  and  Original  Story  of 

Acrobat  Life.     By  the  Author  of  "Euby,"  &c.     Picture  Boards,  2/-.     Also 
Cloth,  3/6.    (Dedicated  to  the  late  Lord  Tennyson.) 

F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.,  14,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 


F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.'s  Publications. 


POPULAR  WORKS 

By    MRS.    HUMPHRY 

{''Madge''   oj    "  Truth''). 

HOUSEKEEPING; 

A  GUIDE   TO   DOMESTIC    MANAGEMENT. 

Cloth  Gilt,  3s.  6d. 
(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls.) 

By   WILLIAM   DAY, 

(Author  of  "  The  Racehorse  in  Training,"  "  Reminiscences  of  the  Turf,"  &c.) 

TURF  CELEBRITIES  I  HAVE  KNOWN. 

With  a  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

1    Vol.     16s. 

{At  all  Libraries  and  Booksellers.) 

By   GUSTAV  PREYTAG. 

REMINISCENCES  OF   MY  LIFE. 

Translated  from  the  German  hy  Katharine  Chetwynd. 

In   Two   Vols.     18s. 

{At   all  Libraries   and  Booksellers.) 

By  MRS.  ARMSTRONG, 

(Author    of    "  Modem    Etiquette   in    Public   and   Private.") 

GOOD     FORM. 

A  BOOK  OF  EVERY  DAY  ETIQUETTE. 

(2nd  Edition.)    Limp  Cloth,  2s. 

(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls. ) 

By  PERCY  THORPE. 

HISTORY    OF    JAPAN. 

Cloth,  38.  6d. 
(At  all  Booksellers'  and  Bookstalls. ) 

F.  V.  WHITE  &  CO.,  14,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 


10  F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.'s  Publications. 

OHlS    VOLUME    NOVELS 

BY    POPULAR    AUTHORS. 

Crown  8vo.,  Cloth,  2S.  6d.  each. 
(AT    ALL    BOOKSELLERS'    AND    BOOKSTALLS.) 

By  JOHN  STRANOJS  WINTEB. 


BEAUTIFUL  JIM. 
A  SIEGE  BABY. 
GAKRISON  GOSSIP. 


ONLY  HUMAN. 

MY  GEOFF. 

THE  OTHER  MAN'S  WIFE. 

MRS.  BOB. 

By  MRS.  EDWABD  KENNARD. 
WEDDED  TO  SPORT  (3/6). 
SPORUNG   TALES.     (A  New  Novel  ) 
TWILIGHT   TALES. 

THAT  PRETTY  LITTLE   HORSE-BREAKER. 
A  HOMBURG  BEAUTY.       |  A   CRACK  COUNTY. 

MATRON  OR  MAID?  |  A  REAL   GOOD    THING. 

LANDING  A  PRIZE.  |  STRAIGHT  AS  A  DIE. 

THE   GIRL  IN   THE   BROWN  HABIT. 
KILLED  IN  THE   OPEN. 
OUR  FRIENDS  IN  THE  HUNTING-FIELD. 

By  HAWIiEY  SMART, 
BEATRICE  AND   BENEDICK. 
THE  PLUNGER. 
LONG  ODDS. 

THE   MASTER   OF  RATHKELLY. 
THE   OUTSIDER. 

By  MRS.   CAMPBELL   PRAED. 
THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  CHALET. 

By  B.  li.  FARJEON. 
THE   MARCH   OF   FATE. 
BASIL  AND  ANNETTE. 
THE   MYSTERY   OF  M.    FELIX. 
A  YOUNG   GIRL'S   LIFE. 
TOILERS   OF  BABYLON. 
THE   DUCHESS   OF  ROSEMARY  LANE. 

By  MAY  CBOMMELIN. 
THE  FREAKS   OF  LADY  FORTUNE. 

By  FLORENCE  WARDEN. 
A  YOUNG  WIFE'S  TRIAL;  or  Ralph  Ryder  of  Brent. 
A  WITCH   OF  THE   HILLS. 
A  WILD  WOOING.     (A  New  Novel.) 

By  MABEL  COLLINS. 
VIOLA  FANSHAWE. 

By   B.   M.    CROKER. 
TWO   MASTERS.  |  INTERFERENCE. 

By  HTJME   NISBET. 
THE  QUEEN'S  DESIRE  (Cloth,  3/6). 
THE   SAVAGE   QUEEN. 
THE  BUSHRANGER'S  SWEETHEART. 

F.  V.  WHITE  &  Co.,  14,  Bedford  Street,  Strand. 


F.  V.  WHITIC  A;  Co.'s  PubiicatioBS.  11 

ONE    VOLUME    HOYKUS-icontinued). 

By  SIR  BANDAIi   ROBERTS,   Bart. 

NOT   IN   THE   BETTINGS.     (A  New  Novel.) 

By  AMYE   READE,  (Author  of  "RUBY,"    &c.) 
SLAVES   OF  THE   SAWDUST. 

By  F.  O.  PHILIPS  &  C.  J.  WILIiS. 
SYBIL  EOSS'S  MARRIAG-E. 

By  MRS.  AliEXANTfiEE. 
BLIND  FATE.    I    BY  WOMAN'S  WIT.  ]   MONA'S  CHOICE. 
A  WOMAN'S  HEART.      |      FOR  HIS  SAKE. 
By  MRS.     LOVETT   CAMERON 
A  SISTERS  SIN.  I  A  LOST  WIFE. 

IN  A   GRASS   COUNTRY.     |  A  DAUGHTER'S  HEART. 

JACK'S  SECRET.  j  WEAK  WOMAN. 

By  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY,  M.P.  &  Mrs.  CAMPBELI.  PRAl?.Tl„ 
THE  LADIES'  GALLERY.    |  THE   RIVAL    PRINCESS. 

By  MRS.  ROBERT  JOCELYN. 
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